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"My dear," said William Brenton to his wife, "do 
you think I shall be missed if I go upstairs for a while ? 
I am not feeling at all well." 



" Do jou think 1 shall b€ mieip.d 1 " 

"Oh, I'm so sorry, "Will," replied Alice, looking 
concerned; " I will tell them you are indisposed." 
"No, don't do that," was the answer; " they are 
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having a very good time, and I suppose the dancing 
will begin shortly; so I don't think they will miss 
me. If I feel better I will be down in an hour or two ; 
if not, I shall go to bed. Now, dear, don't worry ; but 
have a good time- with the rest of them." 

William Brenton went quietly upstairs to his room, 
and sat down in the darkness in a rocking chair. 
Bemaining there a few minutes, and not feeling any 
better, he slowly undressed and went to bed. Faint 
echoes reached him of laughter and song; finally, 
music began, and he felt, rather than heard, the 
pulsation of dancing feet. Once, when the music had 
ceased for a time, Alice tiptoed into the room, and 
said in a quiet voice — 

** How are you feeling. Will ? any better ? " 

'* A little," he answered drowsily. ''Don't worry 
about me ; I shall drop off to sleep presently, and 
shall be all right in the morning. Good night." 

He still heard in a dreamy sort of way the music, 
the dancing, the laughter ; and gradually there came 
oblivion, which finally merged into a dream, the most 
strange and vivid vision he had ever experienced. It 
seemed to him that he sat again in the rocking chair 
near the bed. Although he knew the room was dark, 
he had no difl&culty in seeing everything perfectly. 
He heard, now quite plainly, the music and dancing 
downstairs, but what gave a ghastly significance to 
his dream was the sight of his own person on the 
bed. The eyes were half open, and the face was 
drawn and rigid. The colour of the face was the 
white, greyish tint of death. 

" This is a nightmare," said Brenton to himself; 
*'I must try and wake myself." But he seemed 
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poirerlesB to do this, and he sat there looking at his 
ovn body while the night wore on. Once he rose and 
went to the side of the bed. He seemed to have 
reached it merely by wishing himself there, and he 



He ugain »at in the rocMiig-chair. 

passed his hand over the face, but no feeling of touch 
was communicated to him. He hoped his wife would 
come and rouSe him from this fearful semblance of a 
dream, and, wishing this, he found himself standing 
at her side, amidst the throng downstairs, who were 
now merrily saying good-bye. Brenton tried to speak 
to his wife, but although he was conscious of speak- 
ing, she did not seem to hear him, or know be was 
there. 

The party had been one given on Christmas Eve, 
and as it was now two o'clock in the morning, the 
departing guests were wishing Mrs. Brenton a merry 
Christmas. Finally, the door closed on the last of 
the revellers, and Mrs. Brenton stood for a moment 
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giving instructions to the sleepy servants ; then, "with 
a tired sigh, she turned and went upstairs, Brenton 
walking by her side until they came to the darkened 
room, which she entered on tiptoe. 

"Now," said Brenton to himself, " she will arouse 
me from this appalling dream." It was not that 
there was anything dreadful in the dream itself, but 
the clearness with which he saw everything, and the 
fact that his mind was perfectly wide awake, gave 
him an uneasiness which he found impossible to 
shake ofif. 

In the dim light from the hall his wife prepared to 
retire. The horrible thought struck Brenton that she 
imagined he was sleeping soundly, and was anxious 
not to awaken him — for of course she could have no 
realization of the nightmare he was in — so once again 
he tried to communicate with her. He spoke her 
name over and over again, but she proceeded quietly 
with her preparations for the night. At last she 
crept in at the other side of the bed, and in a few 
moments was asleep. Once more Brenton struggled 
to awake, but with no effect. He heard the clock strike 
three, and then four, and then five, but there was no 
apparent change in his dream. He feared that he 
might be in a trance, from which, perhaps, he would 
not awake until it was too late. Grey daylight began 
to brighten the window, and he noticed that snow 
was quietly falling outside, the flakes noiselessly 
beating against the window pane. Every one slept 
late that morning, but at last he heard the prepara- 
tions for breakfast going on downstairs — ^the light 
clatter of china on the table, the rattle of the grate ; 
and, as he thought of these things, he found himself 



FROM WHOSE BOUBNE. 5 

in the dining-room, and saw the trim little maid, who 
still yawned every now and then, laying the plates 
in their places. He went upstairs again, and stood 
watching the sleeping face of his wife. Once she 
raised her hand above her head, and he thought she 
was going to awake ; ultimately her eyes opened, and 
she gazed for a time at the ceiling, seemingly trying 
to recollect the events of the day before. 

"Will," she said dreamily, "are you still 
asleep ? " 

There was no answer from the rigid figure at the 
front of the bed. After a few moments she placed 
her hand quietly over the sleeper's face. As she did 
so, her startled eyes showed that she had received a 
shock. Instantly she sat upright in bed, and looked 
for one brief second on the face of the sleeper beside 
her ; then, with a shriek that pierced the stillness of 
the room, she sprang to the floor. 

" Will ! Will ! " she cried, " speak to me ! What 
is the matter with you ? Oh, my God ! my God ! " 
she cried, staggering back from the bed. Then, with 
shriek after shriek, she ran blindly through the hall 
to the stairway, and there fell fainting on the floor. 



CHAPTEE II. 

William Brenton knelt beside the fallen lady, and 
tried to soothe and comfort her, but it was evident 
that she was insensible. 

" It is useless," said a voice by his side. 

Brenton looked up suddenly, and saw standing 
beside him a stranger. Wondering for a moment 
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how he got there, and thinking that after all it was a 

dream, he said — 

"What is naeleas? She is not dead." 

" No," answered the stranger, " but you are." 



nt MUT itaruliag betide him a itraiiger. 

" I am what ? " cried Brenton. 

" Ton are what the material world calls dead, 
although in reality you have just begun to live." 

" And who are you ? " ashed Brenton. " And how 
did yoQ get in here ? " 
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The other smiled. 

"How did you get in here?" he said, repeating 
Brenton's words. 

" I ? Why, this is my own house." 

'* Was, you mean." 

" I mean that it is. I am in my own house. This 
lady is my wife." 

" Wasy'' said the other. 

"I do not understand you," cried Brenton, very 
much annoyed. *'But, in any case, your presence 
and your remarks are out of place here." 

" My dear sir," said the other, " I merely wish to 
aid you and to explain to you anything that you may 
desire to know about your new condition. You are 
now free from the incumbrance of your body. You 
have already had some experience of the additional 
powers which that riddance has given you. You have 
also, I am afraid, had an inkling of the fact that the 
spiritual condition has its limitations. If you desire 
to communicate with those whom you have left, I 
would strongly advise you to postpone the attempt, 
and to leave this place, where you will experience 
only pain and anxiety. Come with me, and learn 
something of your changed circumstances." 

''I am in a dream,", said Brentoiij ^' and you are 
part of it. I went to sleep last night, tod. am still 
dreaming. This is a nightmare, and it Will soon be 
over." 

**You are saying that," said the other, "merely 
to convince yourself. It is now becoming apparent 
to you that this is not a dream. If dreams exist, 
it was a dream which you left, but you have now 
become awake. If you really think it is a dream, 
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then do as I tell you — come with me and leave it, 
because you must admit that this part of the dream 
is at least very unpleasant." 

'* It is not very pleasant,'* assented Brenton. As 
he spoke the bewildered servants came rushing up 
the stairs, picked up their fallen mistress, and laid 
her on a sofa. They rubbed her hands and dashed 
water in her face. She opened her eyes, and then 
closed them again with a shudder. 

" Sarah, '* she cried, " have I been dreaming, or is 
your master dead ? *' 

The two girls turned pale at this, and the 
elder of them went boldly into the room which 
her mistress had just left. She was evidently a 
young woman who had herself under good control, 
but she came out sobbing, with her apron to her 
eyes. 

" Come, come," said the man who stood beside 
Brenton, *' haven't you had enough of this ? Come 
with me ; you can return to this house if you wish ; " 
and together they passed out of the room into the 
crisp air of Christmas morning. But, although 
Brenton knew it must be cold, he had no feeling of 
either cold or warmth. 

" There are a number of us," said the stranger to 
Brenton, " who take turns at watching the sick-bed 
when a man is about to die, and when his spirit 
leaves his body, we are there to explain, or comfort, 
or console. Your death was so sudden that we had 
no warning of it. You did not feel ill before last 
night, did you ? " 

**No," replied Brenton. ''I felt perfectly well 
until after dinner last night.". 




FSOit WEOSE gOURNE. 9 

"Did you leave your affairs in reasonably good 
order ? " 

"Yes," said Brenton, trying to recolleet. "I 
think they will find everything perfectly straight." 

" Tell me a little of your history, if you do not 
mind," inquired the other; "it will help me in 
trying to initiate you into our new order of things 
here." 

"Well," replied BrentODj and he wondered at 
himself for falling so easily into the other's assump- 
tion that he was a dead man, "I was what they 
call on the earth in reasonably good circumstances. 
S^r-estate should be worth ?100,000. I had «76,000 
insurance on my life, and if all that is paid, 
it should net my widow not far from a couple of 
hundred thousand." 

"How long have you been married?" said the 
other. 

"Only about sis months. I was married last 
July, and we went 
for a trip abroad. 
We were married 
quietly, and left al- 
most immediately 
afterwards, bo we 
thought, on our re- 
turn, it would not 
be a ■ bad plan to 
give a Christmas 

Eve dinner, and in- ^ Tmetian cafe. 

vite some of our friends. That," he said, hesitating 
a moment, "was last night. Shortly after dinner, 
I began to feel rather ill, and went upstairs to rest 
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for a while ; and if what you say is true, the first 
thing I knew I found myself dead," 

"Alive," corrected the other. 

"Well, alive, though at present I feel I belong 
more to the world I have left than I do to the 
world I appear to be in. I must confess, although 
you are a very plausible gentleman to talk to, that I 
expect at any moment to wake and find this to have 
been one of the most horrible nightmares that I ever 
had the ill luck to encounter." 

The other smiled. 

" There is very little danger of your waking up, 
as you call it. Now, I will tell you the great 
trouble we have with people when they first come to 
the spirit-land, and that is to induce them to 
forget entirely the world they have relinquished. 
Men whose families are in poor circumstances, or 
men whose affairs are in a disordered state, find it 
very difficult to keep from trying to set things right 
again. They have the feeling that they can console 
or comfort those whom they have left behind them, 
and it is often a long time before they are convinced 
that their efforts are entirely futile, as well as very 
distressing for themselves." 

" Is there, then," asked Brenton, "no communica- 
tion between this world and the one that I have 
given up ? " 

The other paused for a moment before he replied. 

" I should hardly like to say," he answered, " that 
there is no communication between one world and 
the other ; but the communication that exists is so 
slight and unsatisfactory, that if you are sensible you 
will see things with the eyes of those who have very 
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much more experience in this world than you have. 
Of course, you can go back there as much as you 
like ; there will be no interference and no hindrance. 
But when you see things going wrong, when you see 
a mistake about to be made, it is an appalling 
thing to stand there helpless, unable to influence 
those you love, or to point out a palpable error, and 
convince them that your clearer sight sees it as such. 
Of course, I understand that it must be very diflScult 
for a man who is newly married, to entirely abandon 
the one who has loved him, and whom he loves. But 
I assure you that if you follow the life of one who is 
as young and handsome as your wife, you will find 
some one else supplying the consolations you are 
unable to bestow. Such a mission may lead you to 
a church where she is married to her second husband. 
I regret to say that even the most imperturbable 
spirits are ruflfled when such an incident occurs. The 
wise men are those who appreciate and understand 
that they are in an entirely new world, with new 
powers and new limitations, and who govern them- 
selves accordingly from the first, as they will certainly 
do later on." 

" My dear sir,'* said Brenton, somewhat oflfended, 
*'if what you say is true, and I am really a dead 
man " 

*' Alive,*' corrected the other. 

'* Well, alive, then. I may tell you that my wife's 
heart is broken. She will never marry again." 

" Of course, that is a subject of which you know a 
great deal more than I do. I all the more strongly 
advise you never to see her again. It is impossible 
for you to offer any consolation, and the sight of her 
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grief and misery will only result in unhappiness for 
yourself. Therefore, take my advice. I have given 
it very often, and I assure you those who did not take 
it expressed their regret afterwards. Hold entirely 
aloof from anything relating to your former life." 

Brenton was silent for some moments ; finally he 
said — 

" I presume your advice is well meant ; but if 
things are as you state, then I may as well say, first 
as last, that I do not intend to accept it." 

*' Very well," said the other ; " it is an experience 
that many prefer to go through for themselves." 

" Do you have names in this spirit-land ? " asked 
Brenton, seemingly desirous of changing the sub- 
ject. 

'*Yes," was the answer; ''we are known by the 
names that we have used in the preparatory school 
below. My name is Ferris." 

''And if I wish to find you here, how do I set 
about it ? " 

" The wish is suflScient," answered Ferris. " Merely 
wish to be with me, and you are with me." 

" Good gracious ! " cried Brenton, " is locomotion 
so easy as that ? " 

"Locomotion is very easy. I do not think any- 
thing could be easier than it is, and I do not think 
there could be any improvement in that matter." 

" Are there matters here, then, that you think could 
be improved ? " 

" As to that I shall not say. Perhaps you will be 
able to give your own opinion before you have lived 
here much longer." 

" Taking it all in all," said Brenton, " do you think 
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the spirit-land is to be preferred to tbe one we have 
left ? " 

"I like it better," said Ferris, "although I pre- 
Bume there are some 'who do not. There are many 
advantages ; and then, again, there are many — well, 
I would not say disadvantageB, but still some people 
consider them such. We are free from the pangs of 
hunger or cold, and have therefore no need of money, 
and there is no neoesHity for the rush and the worry 
of the world below." 

" And how about heaven and hell ? " said Brenton. 
" Are those localities all a myth? Is there nothing 
of punishment and nothing of reward in this spirit- 
land?" 

There was no answer to this, and when Brenton 
looked around he found that his companion had 
departed. 



CHAPTEE III. 

William Brenton pondered long on the situation. 
He would have known better how to act if he could 
have been perfectly certain that he was not still the 
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victim of a dream. However, of one thing there was 
no doubt — namely, that it was particularly harrowing 
to see what he had seen in his own house. If it were 
true that he was dead, ho said to himself, was not the 
plan outHned for him by Ferris very much the wiser 
course to adopt ? He stood now in one of the streets 
of the city so famiUar to him. People passed and 
repassed him — men and women whom he had known 
in life — but nobody appeared to see him. He resolved, 
if possible, to solve the problem uppermost in his 
mind, and learn whether or not he could communicate 
with an inhabitant of the world he had left. He 
paused for a moment to consider the best method of 
doing this. Then he remembered one of his most 
confidential friends and advisers, and at once wished 
himself at his office. He found the office closed, but 
went in to wait for his friend. Occupying the time 
in thinking over his strange situation, he waited long, 
and only when the bells began to ring did he remember 
it was Christmas forenoon, and that his friend would 
not be at the office that day. The next moment he 
wished himself at his friend's house, but he was as 
unsuccessful as at the office ; the friend was not at 
home. The household, however, was in great com- 
motion, and, listening to what was said, he found 
that the subject of conversation was his own death, 
and he learned that his friend had gone to the 
Brenton residence as soon as he heard the startling 
news of Christmas morning. 

Once more Brenton paused, and did not know what 
to do. He went again into the street. Everything 
seemed to lead him toward his own home. Although 
he had told Ferris that he did not intend to take his 
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advice, yet as a sensible man he saw that the 
admonition was well worth considering, and if he 
could once become convinced that there was no 
communication possible between himself and those 
he had left ; if he could give them no comfort and no 
cheer ; if he could see the things which they did not 
see, and yet be unable to give them warning, he 
realized that he would merely be adding to his own 
misery, without alleviating the troubles of others. 

He wished he knew where to find Ferris, so that 
he might have another talk with him. The man 
impressed him as being exceedingly sensible. No 
sooner, however, had he wished for the company of 
Mr. Ferris than he found himself beside that 
gentleman. 

" By George ! " he said in astonishment, " you are 
just the man I wanted to see.'* 

"Exactly," said Ferris; "that is the reason you 
do see me." 

"I have been thinking over what you said," con- 
tinued the other, "and it strikes me that after all 
your advice is sensible." 

" Thank you," replied Ferris, with something like 
a smile on his face. 

"But there is one thing I want to be perfectly 
certain about. I want to know whether it is not 
possible for me to communicate with my friends. 
Nothing will settle that doubt in my mind except 
actual experience." 

"And have you not had experience enough?" 
asked Ferris. 

" Well," replied the other, hesitating, " I haTe had 
some experience, but it seems to me that, if I encounter 
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an old friend, I could somehow make myself felt 
by him." 

" In that case," answered Ferris, " if nothing will 
convince you but an actual experiment, why don't 
you go to some of your old friends and try what you 
can do with them ? " 

*' I have just been to the oflSce and to the residence 
of one of my old friends. I found at his residence 
that he had gone to my *' — Brenton paused for a 
moment — " former home. Everything seems to lead 
me there, and yet, if I take your advice, I must avoid 
that place of all others." 

" I would at present, if I were you," said Ferris. 
'' Still, why not try it with any of the passers-by ? " 

Brenton looked around him. People were passing 
and repassing where the two stood talking with each 
other. *' Merry Christmas " was the word on all 
lips. Finally Brenton said, with a look of uncertainty 
on his face — 

** My dear fellow, I can't talk to any of these people. 
I don't know them." 

Ferris laughed at this, and replied — 

"I don't think you will shock them very much; 
just try it." 

*' Ah, here's a friend of mine. You wait a moment, 
and I will accost him." Approaching him, Brenton 
held out his hand and spoke, but the traveller paid 
no attention. He passed by as one who had seen or 
heard nothing. 

" I assure you," said Ferris, as he noticed the look 
of disappointment on the other's face, '^you will 
meet With a similar experience, however much you 
try. You know the old saying about one not being 
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able to have his cake and eat it too. You can't have 
the privileges of this -world and those of the world you 
left as well. I think, taking it all in all, you should 
rest content, although it always hurts those who have 
left the other world not to be able to communicate 
with their friends, and at least assure them of their 
present welfare." 

" It does seem to me," replied Brenton, " that 
would be a great consolation, both for those who are 
here and those who are left." 

" Well, I don't know about that," answered the 
other. "After all, what does hfe in the other world 
amount to ? It is merely a preparation for this. It 
is of so short a space, as compared with the life we 
live here, that it is hardly worth while to interfere 
with it one way or another. By the time you are 
as long here as I have been, you will realize the 
truth of this." 

"Perhaps I shall," said Brenton, with a sigh; 
"but, meanwhile, what am I to do with myself? I 
feel like the man who has been all his life in active 
business, and who suddenly resolves to enjoy himself 
doing nothing. That sort of thing seems to kill a 
great number of men, especially if they put off taking 
a rest until too late, as most of us do." 

" Well," said Ferris, " there is no necessity of your 
being idle here, I assure you. But before you lay out 
any work for yourself, let me ask you if there is not 
some interesting part of the world that yon would 
like to visit? " 

"Certainly; I have seen very little of the world. 
That is one of my regrets at leaving it." 

"Bless me," said the other, " you haven't left it." 
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" Why, I thought you said I was a dead man ? *' 

"On the contrary/' replied his companion, "I 
have several times insisted that you have just begun 
to live. Now where shall we spend the day ? *' 

*'How would London do ? " 

'* I don't think it would do ; London is apt to be a 
little gloomy at this time of the year. But what do 
you say to Naples, or Japan, or, if you don't 
wish to go out of the United States, Yellowstone 
Park ? " 

" Can we reach any of those places before the day 
is over ? " asked Brenton, dubiously. 

*' Well, I will soon show you how we manage all 
that. Just wish to accompany me, and I will take 
you the rest of the way." 

''How would Venice do?" said Brenton. ''I 
didn't see half as much of that city as I wanted to." 

" Very well," replied his companion, "Venice it is;" 
and the American city in which they stood faded 
away from them, and before Brenton could make up 
his mind exactly what was happening, he found 
himself walking with his comrade in St. Mark's 
Square. 

"Well, for rapid transit," said Brenton, "this 
beats anything I've ever had any idea of; but it 
increases the feeling that I am in a dream." 

" You'll soon get used to it," answered Ferris ; 
"and, when you do, the cumbersome methods of 
travel in the world itself will show themselves in their 
right light. " Hello ! " he cried, "here's a man whom 
I should like you to meet. By the way, I either don't 
know your name or I have forgotten it." 

" William Brenton," answered the other. 
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"Mr. Speed, I -want to introduce you to Mr. 
Brenton." 

"Ah," aaid Speed, cordially, " a new-eomer. Oae 
of yonr victims, Ferris ? " 

" Say one of his pupils, rather," answered Brenton. 



"Well, it is pretty much the same thing," said 
Speed. "How long have you been with ub, and how 
do you hke the country ? " 

" You aee, Mr. Brenton," interrupted Ferris, " John 
Speed was a newspaper man, and he must ask 
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atrangers how they like the country. He has inquired 
so often while interviewing foreigners for his paper 
that now he cannot abandon his old phrase. Mr. 
Brenton has been with us but a short time/' continued 
Ferris, " and so you know, Speed, you can hardly 
expect him to answer your inevitable question." 

" What part of the country are you from ? " asked 
Speed. 

'' Cincinnati,'' answered Brenton, feeling almost as 
if he were an American tourist doing the continent 
of Europe. 

" Cincinnati, eh ? Well, I congratulate you. I do 
not know any place in America that I would sooner 
die in, as they call it, than Cincinnati. You see, I 
am a Chicago man myself." 

Brenton did not like the jocular familiarity of the 
newspaper man, and found himself rather astonished 
to learn that in the spirit- world there were likes and 
dislikes, just as on earth. 

*' Chicago is a very enterprising city," he said, in 
a non-committal way. 

"Chicago, my dear sir," said Speed, earnestly, "is 
the city. You will see that Chicago is going to be 
the great city of the world before you are a hundred 
years older. By the way, Ferris," said the Chicago 
man, suddenly recollecting something, "I have got 
Sommers over here with me." 

" Ah ! " said Ferris ; " doing him any good ? " 

** Well, precious little, as far as I can see." 

"Perhaps it would interest Mr. Brenton to meet 
him," said Ferris. " I think, Brenton, you asked me 
a while ago if there was any hell here, or any punish- 
ment. Mr. Speed can show you a man in hell." 
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"Really?" asked Brenton. 

"Tea," said Speed; "I think if ever a man was 
in misery, he is. The trouble with Sommers was 
this. He — well, he died of delirium tremens, and 
so, of conrse, you know what the matter was, 
Sommers had drunk Chicago whisky for thirty-five 
years straight along, and never added to it the 
additional horror of Chicago water. You see what 
his condition became, both physical and mental. 
Many people tried to reform Sommers, because be 
was really a brilliant man ; but it was no use. Thirst 
for liijuor had become a disease with bim, and &om 
the mental part of that disease, although bis physical 
yearning is now gone of course, he suffers. Sommers 
would give his whole future for one glass of good old 
Kentucky whisky. He sees it on the counters, he 
sees men drink it, and he stands beside them in 
agony. That's why I brought him over here. I 
thought that be wouldn't see the colour of whisky as 
it sparkles m the glass ; but now he is in the Cafe 
Quadra watching men drink. You may see bim 
sitting there with all the agony of unsatisfied desire 
gleaming from his face." 

"And what do you do with a man like that?" 
asked Brenton. 

" Do ? Well, to tell the truth, there is nothing to 
do. I took bim away from Chicago, hoping to ease 
his trouble a little ; but it has bad no effect." 

"It will come out all right by-and-by," said 
Ferris, who noticed the pained look on Brenton's 
face. " It is the period of probation that be has 
to pass through. It will wear off. He merely 
goes through the agonies he would have suffered on 
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earth if he had suddenly been deprived of his 
favourite intoxicant." 

''Well/' said Speed, ''you won't come with me, 
then ? All right, good-bye. I hope to see you again, 
Mr. Brenton," and with that they separated.' 

Brenton spent two or three days in Venice, but all 
the time the old home hunger was upon him. He 
yearned for news of Cincinnati. He wanted to be 
back, and several times the wish brought him there, 
but he instantly returned. At last he said to 
Ferris — 

" I am tired. I must go home. I have got to see 
how things are going." 

" I wouldn't if I were you," replied Ferris. 

"No, I know you wouldn't. Your temperament 
is indiflFerent. I would rather be miserable with 
knowledge than happy in ignorance. Good-bye." 

It was evening when he found himself in Cincinnati. 
The weather was bright and clear, and apparently 
cold. Men's feet crisped on the frozen pavement, 
and the streets had that welcome, familiar look which 
they always have to the returned traveller when he 
reaches the city he calls his home. The newsboys 
were rushing through the streets yelling their papers 
at the top of their voices. He heard them, but paid 
little attention. 

"All about the murder! Latest edition! All 
about the poison case ! " 

He felt that he must have a glimpse at a paper, 
and, entering the office of an hotel where a man was 
reading one, he glanced over his shoulder at the page 
before him, and was horror-stricken to see the words 
in startling headlines — 
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THE BRENTON MURDER. 

The Autopsy shows that Morphine was the Poison used. 

Enough found to have killed a Dozen Men. 

Mrs. Brenton arrested for Committing the Horrible 

Deed. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

Fob a moment Brenton was so bewildered and amazed 
at the awful headlines which he read, that he could 
hardly realize what had taken place. The fact that 
he had been poisoned, although it gave him a strange 
sensation, did not claim his attention as much as 
might have been thought. Curiously enough he was 
more shocked at finding himself, as it were, the talk 
of the town, the central figure of a great newspaper 
sensation. But the thing that horrified him was the 
fact that his wife had been arrested for his murder. 
His first impulse was to go to her at once, but he 
next thought it better to read what the paper said 
about the matter, so as to become possessed of all 
the facts. The headlines, he said to himself, often 
exaggerated things, and there was a possibility that 
the body of the article would not bear out the flaming 
announcement above it. But as he read on and on, 
the situation seemed to become more and more 
appalling. He saw that his friends had been 
suspicious of his sudden death, and had insisted on 
a post-mortem examination. That examination had 
been conducted by three of the most eminent 
physicians of Cincinnati, and the three doctors had 
practically agreed that the deceased, in the language 
of the verdict, had come to his death through mor- 
phia poisoning, and the coroner's jury had brought 
in a verdict that "the said William Brenton bad 
been poisoned by some person unknown." Then the 
article went on to state how suspicion had gradually 
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fastened itself upon his wife, and at last her arrest 
had been ordered. The arrest had taken place that 
day. 

After reading this, Breuton was in an agony of 
mind. He pictured his dainty and beautiful wife in a 
stone cell in the city prison. He foresaw the horrors 
of the public trial, and the deep grief and pain which 



the newspaper comments on the case would cause to 
a woman educated and refined. Of course, Brenton 
had not the slightest doubt in his own mind about 
the result of the trial. His wife would be trium- 
phantly acquitted ; but, all the same, the terrible 
suspense which she must suffer in the meanwhile 
woiJd not be compensated for by the final verdict of 
the jury. 
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Brenton at once went to the jail^ and wandered 
through that gloomy building, searching for his wife. 
At last he found her, but it was in a very comfortable 
room in the sherifiTs residence. The terror and the 
trials of the last few days had aged her perceptibly, 
and it cut Brenton to the heart to think that he 
stood there before her, and could not by any means 
say a soothing word that she would understand. 
That she had wept many bitter tears since the terrible 
Christmas morning was evident; there were dark 
circles under her beautiful eyes that told of sleepless 
nights. She sat in a comfortable armchair, facing 
the window, and looked steadily out at the dreary 
winter scene with eyes that apparently saw nothing. 
Her hands lay idly on her lap, and now and then she 
caught her breath in a way that was half a sob and 
half a gasp. 

Presently the sheriff himself entered the room. 

** Mrs. Brenton,*' he said, '* there is a gentleman 
here who wishes to see you. Mr. Roland, he tells 
me his name is, an old friend of yours. Do you care 
to see any one ? *' 

The lady turned her head slowly round, and 
looked at the sheriff for a moment, seemingly not 
understanding what he said. Finally she answered, 
dreamily — 

"Eoland? Oh, Stephen! Yes, I shall be very 
glad to see him. Ask him to come in, please." 

The next moment Stephen Eoland entered, and 
somehow the fact that he had come to console Mrs. 
Brenton did not at all please the invisible man who 
stood between them. 

'* My dear Mrs. Brenton," began Eoland, '* I hope 
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you are feeling better to-day? Keep up your 
courage, and be brave. It is only for a very short 
time. I have retained the noted criminal lawyers, 
Benham and Brown, for the defence. You could not 
possibly have better men." 

At the word " criminal " Mrs. Brenton shuddered. 

" Alice," continued Eoland, sitting down near her, 
and drawing his chair closer to her, *' tell me that 
you will not lose your courage. I want you to be 
brave, for the sake of your friends.'* 

He took her listless hand in his own, and she did 
not withdraw it. 

Brenton felt passing over him the pangs of im- 
potent rage, as he saw this act on the part of Boland. 

Eoland had been an unsuccessful suitor for the 
hand which he now held in his own, and Brenton 
thought it the worst possible taste, to say the least, 
that he should take advantage now of her terrible 
situation to ingratiate himself into her favour. 

The nearest approach to a quarrel that Brenton 
and his wife had had during their short six months 
of wedded life was on the subject of the man who 
now held her hand in his own. It made Brenton 
impatient to think that a woman with all her boasted 
insight into character, her instincts as to what was 
right and what was wrong, had such little real 
intuition that she did not see into the character of 
the man whom they were discussing ; but a woman 
never thinks it a crime for a man to have been in love 
with her, whatever opinion of that man her husband 
may hold. 

** It is awful ! awful ! awful ! " murmured the poor 
lady, as the tears again rose to her eyes. 
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" Of course it is," said Eoland; " it is particularly 
awful that they should accuse you, of all persons in 
the world, of this so-called crime. For my part I do 
not believe that he was poisoned at all, but we will 
soon straighten things out. Benham and Brown will 
give up everything and devote their whole attention 
to this case until it is finished. Everything will be 
done that money or friends can do, and all that we 
ask is that you keep up your courage, and do not 
be downcast with the seeming awfulness of the 
situation." 

Mrs. Brenton wept silently, but made no reply. 
It was evident, however, that she was consoled by 
the words and the presence of her visitor. Strange 
as it may appear, this fact enraged Brenton, although 
he had gone there for the very purpose of cheer- 
ing and comforting his wife. All the bitterness 
he had felt before against his former rival was re- 
vived, and his rage was the more agonizing because 
it was inarticulate. Then there flashed over him 
Ferris's sinister advice to leave things alone in the 
world that he had left. He felt that he could stand 
this no longer, and the next instant he found himself 
again in the wintry streets of Cincinnati. 

The name of the lawyers, Benham and Brown, 
kept repeating itself in his mind, and he resolved to 
go to their oflBce and hear, if he could, what prepara- 
tions were being made for the defence of a woman 
whom he knew to be innocent. He found, when he 
got to the oflBce of these noted lawyers, that the two 
principals were locked in their private room ; and 
going there, he found them discussing the case with 
the coolness and impersonal feeling that noted 
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lawyers have, even when speaking of issues that 
involve life or death. 

*' Yes," Benham was saying, " I think that, unless 
anything new turns up, that is the best line of defence 
we can adopt.'* 

" What do you think might turn up ? " asked 
Brown. 

" Well, you can never tell in these cases. They 
may find something else — ^they may find the poison, 
for instance, or the package that contained it. Per- 
haps- a druggist will remember having sold it to this 
woman, and then, of course, we shall have to change 
our plans. I need not say that it is strictly necessary 
in this case to give out no opinions whatever to news- 
paper men. The papers will be full of rumours, and 
it is just as well if we can keep our line of defence 
hidden until the time for action comes." 

" Still," said Brown, who was the younger partner, 
** it is as well to keep in with the newspaper fellows ; 
they'll be here as soon as they find we have taken 
charge of the defence." 

'* Well, I have no doubt you can deal with them in 
such a way as to give them something to write up, 
and yet not disclose anything we do not wish known." 

" I think you can trust me to do that," said Brown, 
with a self-satisfied air. 

'* I shall leaVe that^part of the matter entirely in 
your hands," replied Benham. *' It is better not to 
duplicate or mit matters, and if any newspaper man 
comes to see me I will refer him to you. I will say I 
know nothing of the case whatever." 

" Very well," answered Brown. " Now, between 
ourselves, what do you think of the case ? " 
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" Oh, it will make a great Bensation. I think it 
will probably be one of the moat 
talked-of cases that we have ever 
been connected with." 

"Yes, but what do you think 
of her guilt or innocence ? " 

" As to that," said Benham, 
calmly, "I haven't the slightest 
doubt. She murdered him." 

As he said this, Brenton, for- 
getting himself for a moment, 
sprang forward as if to strangle 
the lawyer. The statement Ben- 
ham had made seemed the most 
appallingpieoeoftreachery. That 
men should take a woman's 
money for defending her, and 
actually engage iu a case when 
they believed their client guilty, 
appeared to Brenton simply in- 
famous. 

" I agree with you," said 
Brown. " Of course she was the 
only one to benefit by his death. 
The simple fool willed everything 
to her, and she knew it ; and his 
doing so is the more astounding 
when you remember he was quite 
well aware that she had a former 
lover whom she would gladly 
have married if he had been as 
rich as Brenton. The supreme 
idiocy of some men aa far as their wives are concerned 
is something awful." 
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" Te8," answered Benham, " it is. But I tell yoa, 
Brown, she is no ordinary woman. The very con- 
ception of that murder had a stroke of originality 
about it that I very much admire. I do not re- 
member anything like it in the annals of crime. It 
is the true way in which a murder should be com- 
mitted. The very publicity of the occasion was a 
safeguard. Think of poisoning a man at a dinner 
that he has given himself, in the midst of a score of 
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friends. I tell you that there was a dash of bravery 
about it that commands my admiration." 

"Do you imagine Eoland had anything to do 
with it 9 " 

" Well, I had my doubts about that at first, but I 
think he is innocent, although from what I know of 
the man he will not hesitate to share the proceeds of 
the crime. You mark my words, they will be married 
within a year from now if she is acquitted. I believe 
Boland knows her to be guilty." 
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" I thought as much," said Brown, " by his actions 
here, and by some remarks he let drop. Anyhow, 
our credit in the affair will be all the greater if we 
succeed in getting her off. Yes," he continued, rising 
and pushing back his chair, '' Madam Brenton is a 
murderess." 



CHAPTEK V. 

Brenton found himself once more in the streets of 
Cincinnati, in a state of mind that can hardly be 
described. Bage and grief struggled for the mastery, 
and added to the tumult of these passions was the 
uncertainty as to what he should do, or what he covld 
do. He could hardly ask the advice of Ferris again, 
for his whole trouble arose from his neglect of the 
counsel that gentleman had already given him. In 
his new sphere he did not know where to turn. 
He found himself wondering whether in the spirit- 
land there was any firm of lawyers who could 
advise him, and he remembered then how singu- 
larly ignorant he was regarding the conditions of 
existence in the world to which he now belonged. 
However, he felt that he must consult with somebody, 
and Ferris was the only one to whom he could turn. 
A moment later he was face to face with him. 

" Mr. Ferris," he said, " I am in the most grievous 
trouble, and I come to you in the hope that, if you 
cannot help me, you can at least advise me what 
to do." 

" If your trouble has come," answered Ferris, with 
a shade of irony in his voice, '' through following the 
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adyice that I have already given you, I shall 
endeavour, as well as I am able, to help you out 
of it.'' 

*' You know very well," cried Brenton, hotly, " that 
my whole trouble has occurred through neglecting 
your advice, or, at least, though deliberately not 
following it. I could not follow it." 

" Very well, then," said Ferris, " I am not surprised 
that you are in a difficulty. You must remember that 
such a crisis is an old story with us here." 

*'But, my dear sir," said Brenton, "look at the 
appalling condition of things, the knowledge of which 
has just come to me. It seems I was poisoned, but 
of course that doesn't matter. I feel no resentment 
against the wretch who did it. But the terrible thing 
is that my wife has been arrested for the crime, and 
I have just learned that her own lawyers actually 
believe her guilty." 

*' That fact," said Ferris, calmly, " will not interfere 
with their eloquent pleading when the case comes to 
trial." 

Brenton glared at the man who was taking things 
so coolly, and who proved himself so unsympathetic ; 
but an instant after he realized the futility of quarrel- 
ling with the only person who could give him advice, 
so he continued, with what patience he could com- 
mand — 

" The situation is this : My wife has been arrested 
for the crime of murdering me. She is now in the 
custody of the sheriff. Her trouble and anxiety of 
mind are fearful to contemplate." 

"My dear sir," said Ferris, "there is no reason 
why you or anybody else should contemplate it." 

D 
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"How can you talk in that cold-blooded way?'* 
oried Brenton, indignantly. "Could you see your 
wife, or any one you held dear, incarcerated for a 
dreadful crime, and yet remain calm and collected, 
as you now appear to be when you hear of another's 
misfortune ? " 

" My dear fellow," said Ferris, " of course it is not 
to be expected that one who has had so little expelri- 
ence with this existence should have any sense of 
proportion. You appear to be speaking quite seriously. 
You do not seem at all to comprehend the utter 
triviality of all this." 

" Good gracious ! " cried Brenton, " do you call it 
a trivial thing that a woman is in danger of her life 
for a crime which she never committed? " 

" If she is innocent," said the other, in no way 
moved by the indignation of his comrade, " surely 
that state of things will be brought out in the courts, 
and no great harm will be done, even looking at 
things from the standpoint of the world you have left. 
But I want you to get into the habit of looking at 
things from the standpoint of this world, and not of 
the other. Suppose that what you would call the 
worst should happen — suppose she is hanged — what 
then ? " 

Brenton stood simply speechless with indignation 
at this brutal remark. 

" If you will just look at things correctly," con- 
tinued Ferris, imperturbably, " you will see that there 
is probably a moment of anguish, perhaps not even 
that moment, and then your wife is here with you in 
the land of spirits. I am sure that is a consumma- 
tion devoutly to be wished. Even a man in your 
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state of mind must see the teasonablenesB of this. 
Now, looking at the question in what you would call 
its most serious aspect, see how little it amomits to. 
It isn't worth a moment's thought, whichever way it 
goes." 

" You think nothing, then, of the disgrace of such 
a. death — of the hitter injustice of it ? " 



The brolun toy. 

" When you were in the world did you ever see a 
child cry over a broken toy ? Did the sight pain yon 
to any extent ? Did you not know that a new toy 
could be purchased that would quite obliterate all 
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thoughts of the other ? Did the simple griefs of 
childhood carry any deep and lasting consternation 
to the mind of a grown-up man ? Of course it did 
not* You are sensible enough to know that* Well, 
we here in this world look on the pain and struggles 
and trials of people in the world you have left, just 
as an aged man looks on the tribulations of children 
over a broken doll. That is all it really amounts to. 
That is what I mean when I say that you have not 
yet got your sense of proportion. Any grief and 
misery there is in the world you have left is of such 
an ephemeral, transient nature, that when we think 
for a moment of the free, untrammelled, and painless 
life there is beyond, those petty troubles sink into 
insignificance. My dear fellow, be sensible, take my 
advice. I have really a strong interest in you, and I 
advise you, entirely for your own welfare, to forget 
all about it. Very soon you will have something 
much more important to do than lingering around 
the world you have left. If your wife comes amongst 
us I am sure you will be glad to welcome her, and to 
teach her the things that you will have already found 
out of your new life. If she does not appear, then 
you will know that, even from the old-world stand- 
point, things have gone what you would call 'all 
right.' Let these trivial matters go, and attend to 
the vastly more important concerns that will soon 
engage your attention here." 

Ferris talked earnestly, and it was evident, even to 
Brenton, that he meant what he said. It was hard 
to find a pretext for a quarrel with a man at once so 
calm and so perfectly sure of himself. 

<^ We will not talk any more about it," said Brenton. 
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" I presume people here agree to differ, just as they 
did in the world we have both left." 

*' Certainly, certainly," answered Ferris. *' Of 
course, you have just heard my opinion; but you will 
find myriads of others who do not share it with me. 
You will meet a great many who are interested in the 
subject of communication with the world they have 
left. You will, of course, excuse me when I say 
that' I consider such endeavours not worth talking 
about.'* 

**Do you know any one who is interested in that 
sort of thing ? and can you give me an introduction 
to him?" 

"Oh! for that matter," said Ferris, ''you have 
had an introduction to one of the most enthusiastic 
investigators of the subject. I refer to Mr. John 
Speed, late of Chicago." 

** Ah ! " said Brenton, rather dubiously. " I must 
confess that I was not very favourably impressed with 
Mr. Speed. Probably I did him an injustice." 

"You certainly did," said Ferris. "You will find 
Speed a man well worth knowing, even if he does 
waste himself on such futile projects as a scheme for 
communicating with a community so evanescent as 
that of Chicago. You will like Speed better the more 
you know him. He really is very philanthropic, and 
has Sommers on his hands just now. From what he 
said after you left Venice, I imagine he does not 
entertain the same feeling toward you as you do 
toward him. I would see Speed if I were you." 

"I will think about it," said Brenton, as they 
separated. 

To know that a man thinks well of a person is no 
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detriment to farther acquaintance with that man, 
even if the first impressions have not been favourable ; 
and after Ferris told Brenton that Speed had thought 
well of him, Brenton found less difficulty in seeking 
the Chicago enthusiast. 

" I have been in a good deal of trouble," Brenton 
said to Speed, ** and have been talking to Ferris 
about it. I regret to say that he gave me very little 
encouragement, and did not seem at all to appreciate 
my feelings in the matter.'' 

" Oh, you mustn't mind Ferris," said Speed. " He 
is a first-rate fellow, but he is as cold and unsym- 
pathetic as — well, suppose we say as an oyster. His 
great hobby is non-intercourse with the world we have 
left. Now, in that I don't agree with him, and there 
are thousands who don't agree with him. I admit 
that there are cases where a man is more unhappy if 
he frequents the old world than he would be if he left 
it alone. But then there are other cases where just 
the reverse is true. Take my own experience, for 
example; I take a peculiar pleasure in rambling 
around Chicago. I admit that it is a grievance to 
me, as an old newspaper man, to see the number of 
scoops I could have on my esteemed contemporaries, 

but " 

" Scoop ? What is that ? " asked Brenton, 
mystified. 

** Why, a scoop is a beat, you know." 

** Yes, but I don't know. What is a beat ? " 

** A beat or a scoop, my dear fellow, is the getting 

of a piece of news that your contemporary does not 

obtain. You never were in the newspaper business ? 

Well, sir, you missed it. Greatest business in the 
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world. You know everything that is going on long 
before anybody else does, and the way you can reward 
your friends and jump with both feet on your 
enemies is one of the delights of existence down 
there." 

" Well, what I wanted to ask you was this," said 
Brenton. '* You have made a speciality of finding 
out whether there could be any communication between 
one of us, for instance, and one who is an in- 
habitant of the other world. Is such communication 
possible?" 

" I have certainly devoted some time to it, but I 
can't say that my success has been flattering. My 
efforts have been mostly in the line of news. I 
have come on some startling information which my 
facilities here gave me access to, and I confess I have 
tried my best to put some of the boys on to it. But 
there is a link loose somewhere. Now, what is your 
trouble? Do you want to get a message to any- 
body?" 

"My trouble is this," said Brenton, briefly, " I am 
here because a few days ago I was poisoned." 

"George Washington!" cried the other, "you 
don't say so ! Have the newspapers got on to the 
fact ? " 

" I regret to say that they have." 

"What an item that would have been if one paper 
had got hold of it and the others hadn't ! I suppose 
they all got on to it at the same time ? " 

"About that," said Brenton, " I don't know, and I 
must confess that I do not care very much. But 
here is the trouble — my wife has been arrested for 
my murder, and she is as innocent as I am." 
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''Sure of that?" 

*' Sure of it?" cried the other indignantly. "Of 
course I am sure of it." 

" Then who is the guilty person ? " 

''Ah, that," said Brenton, '* I do not yet know." 

** Then how can you be sure she is not guilty ? " 

"If you talk like that," exclaimed Brenton, "I 
have nothing more to say." 

"Now, don't get offended, I beg of you. I am 
merely looking at this from a newspaper standpoint, 
you know. You must remember it is not you who 
will decide the matter, but a jury of your very stupid 
fellow-countrymen. Now, you can never tell what 
a jury will do, except that it will do something 
idiotic. Therefore, it seems to me that the very first 
step to be taken is to find out who the guilty party is. 
Don't you see the force of that ? " 

''Yes, I do." 

"Very well, then. Now, what were the circum- 
stances of this crime? who was to profit by your 
death ? " 

Brenton winced at this. 

"I see how it is," said the other, "and I under- 
stand why you don't answer. Now — you'll excuse me 
if I am frank — your wife was the one who benefited 
most by your death, was she not ? " 

''No," cried the other indignantly, "she was not 
the one. That is what the lawyers said. Why in the 
world should she want to poison me, when she had all 
my wealth at her command as it was ? " 

"Yes, that's a strong point," said Speed. "You 
were a reasonably good husband, I suppose ? Bather 
generous with the cash ? " 



X 
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*^ Generous ? " cried the other. " My wife always 
had everything she wanted." 

*' Ah, well, there was no — you'll excuse me, I am 
sure — no former lover in the case, was there ? '* 

Again Brenton winced, and he thought of Boland 
sitting beside his wife with her hand in his. 

"I see," said Speed; "you needn't answer. Now 
what were the circumstances, again ? " 

"They were these: At a dinner which I gave, 
where some twpnty or twenty-five of my friends were 
assembled, poison, it appears, was put into my cup 
of coffee. That is all I know of it." 

" Who poured out that cup of coffee ? " 

"My wife did." 

" Ah ! Now, I don't for a moment say she is guilty, 
remember ; but you must admit that, to a stupid jury, 
the case might look rather bad against her." 

"Well, granted that it does, there is all the 
more need that I should come to her assistance if 
possible." 

"Certainly, certainly ! " said Speed. Now, I'll tell 
you what we have to do. We must get, if possible, 
one of the very brightest Chicago reporters on the 
track of this thing, and we have to get him on the 
track of it early. Come with me to Chicago. We 
will try an experiment, and I am sure you will lend 
your mind entirely to the effort. We must act in 
conjunction, in this affair, and you are just the man 
I've been wanting, some one who is earnest and who 
has something at stake in the matter. We may fail 
entirely, but I think it's worth the trying. Will you 
come ? " 

"Certainly," said Brenton; "and I cannot tell 
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you how much I appreciate your interest and 
sympathy." 

Arriving at a brown stone building on the corner of 
two of the principal streets in Chicago, Brenton and 
Speed ascended quickly to one of the top floors. It 
was nearly midnight, and two upper stories of the 
huge dark building were brilliantly lighted, as was 
shown on the outside by the long rows of glittering 
windows. They entered a room where a man was 
seated at a table, with coat and vest thrown off, and 
his hat set well back on his head. Cold as it was 
outside, it was warm in this man's room, and the 
room was blue with smoke. A black corn-cob pipe 
was in his teeth, and the man was writing away as if 
for dear life, on sheets of coarse white copy paper, 
stopping now and then to fill up his pipe or to relight 
it after it had gone out. 

" There," said Speed, waving his hand towards the 
writer with a certain air of proprietory pride, "there 
sits one of the very cleverest men on the Chicago 
press. That fellow, sir, is gifted with a nose for 
news which has no equal in America. He will ferret 
out a case that he once starts on with an unerring- 
ness that would charm you. Yes, sir, I got him his 
present situation on this paper, and I can tell you it 
is a good one.'* 

" He must have been a warm friend of yours ? " 
said Brenton, indifferently, as if he did not take 
much interest in the eulogy. 

"Quite the contrary," said Speed. "He was a 
warm enemy, made it mighty warm for me sometimes. 
He was on an opposition paper, but I tell you, 
although I was no chicken in newspaper business, 
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that man would scoop the daylight out of me any 
time he tried. So, to get rid of opposition, I got the 
managing editor to appoint him to a place on our 
paper ; and I tell you, he has never regretted it. Yes, 
sir, there sits George Stratton, a man who knows his 
business. Now,'' he said, "let us concentrate our 
attention on him. First let us see whether, by putting 
our whole minds to it, we can make any impression 
on his mind whatever. You see how busily he is 
engaged. He is thoroughly absorbed in his work. 
That is George all over. Whatever his assign- 
ment is, George throws himself right into it, and 
thinks of nothing else until it is finished. Noio 
then." 

In that dingy, well-lighted room George Stratton 
sat busily pencilling out the lines that were to appear 
in next morning's paper. He was evidently very 
much engrossed in his task, as Speed had said. If 
he had looked about him, which he did not, he would 
hatve said that he was entirely alone. All at once his 
attention seemed to waver, and he passed his hand 
over his brow, while perplexity came into his face. 
Then he noticed that his pipe was out, and, knocking 
the ashes from it by rapping the bowl on the side 
of the table, he filled it with an abBent-mindedness 
unusual with him. Again he turned to his writing, 
and again he passed his hand over his brow. Sud- 
denly, without any apparent cause, he looked first to 
the right and then to the left of him. Once more he 
tried to write, but, noticing his pipe was out, he struck 
another match and nervously puffed away, until 
clouds of blue smoke rose around him. There was 
a look of annoyance and perplexity in his face as he 
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bent resolutely to his writing. The door opened, and 
a man appeared on the threshold. 

"Anything more about the convention, George?" 
he said. 

"Yes; I am just finishing this. Sort of pen 
pictures, you know.'* 

"Perhaps you can let me have what you have 
done. I'll fix it up." 

"All right," said Stratton, bunching up the manu- 
script in front of him, and handing it to the city 
editor. 

That functionary looked at the number of pages, 
and then at the writer. 

"Much more of this, George?" he said. "We'll 
be a little short of room in the morning, you 
know." 

" Well," said the other, sitting back in his 
chair, " it is pretty good stuff that. Folks always 
like the pen pictures of men engaged in the skirmish 
better than the reports of what most of them say." 

"Yes," said the city editor, " that's so." 

" Still," said Stratton, " we could cut it off at the 
last page. Just let me see the last two pages, will 
you?" 

These were handed to him, and, running his eye 
through them, he drew his knife across one of the 
pages, and put at the bottom the cabalistic mark 
which indicated the end of the copy. 

" There ! I think I will let it go at that. Old 
Eickenbeck don't amount to much, anyhow. We'll 
let him go." 

"All right," said the city editor. "I think we 
won't want anything more to-night." 
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Sttattou pot bis hands behind hia head, 'with hia 
fingers interlaced, and leaned back in bis chair, 



''She's pretty ai a picluTe." 

placing bis beels upon the table before him. A 
thought-reader, looking at his face, could almoat 
have followed the theme that occupied bis mind. 
Suddenly bringing hia feet down witb a crash to 
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the floor^ he rose and went into the city editor's 
room. 

" See here," he said. " Have you looked into that 
Cincinnati case at all ? '' 

"What Cincinnati case?" asked the local editor, 
looking up. 

"Why, that woman who is up for poisoning her 
husband." 

" Oh yes ; we had something of it in the despatches 
this morning. It's rather out of the local line, you 
know." 

" Yes, I know it is. But it isn't out of the paper's 
line. I tell you that case is going to make a sensa- 
tion. She's pretty as a picture. Been married only 
six months, and it seems to be a dead sure thing 
that she poisoned her husband. That trial's going 
to make racy reading, especially if they bring in a 
verdict of guilty." 

The city editor looked interested. 

" Want to go down there, George ? " 

" Well, do you know, I think it'll pay." 

"Let me see, this is the last day of the conven- 
tion, isn't it ? And Clark comes back from his 
vacation to-morrow. Well, if you think it's worth 
it, take a trip down there, and look the ground over, 
and give us a special article that we can use on the 
first day of the trial." 

" I'll do it," said George. 

Speed looked at Brenton. 

" What would old Ferris say noiOj eh ? " 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

Next morning George Stratton was on the railway 
train speeding towards Cincinnati. As he handed to 
the conductor his mileage book, he did not say to 
him, lightly transposing the old couplet — 

** Here, railroad mao, take thrice thy fee, 
For spirits twain do ride with me." 



George Stratton was a practical man, and knew 
nothing of spirits, except those which were in a small 
flask in his natty little valise. 

When he reached Cincinnati, he made straight for 
the residence of the sheriff. He felt that his first 
duty was to become friends with such an important 
official. Besides this, he wished to have an interview 
with the prisoner. He had arranged in his mind, on 
the way there, just how he would write a preliminary 
article that would whet the appetite of the readers 
of the Chicago Argus for any further developments 
that might occur during and after the trial. He 
would write the whole thing in the form of a story. 

First, there would be a sketch of the life of Mrs. 
Brenton and her husband. This would be number 
one, and above it would be the Eoman numeral I. 
Under the heading II. would be a history of the 
crime. Under III. what had occurred afterwards — 
the incidents that had led suspicion towards the un- 
fortunate woman, and that sort of thing. Under the 
numeral IV. would be his interview with the prisoner, 
if he were fortunate enough to get one. Under V. 
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lie would giTe the general opinion of Cincinnati on 
the crime, and on the guilt or innocence of Mra. 
Brenton. This article he already saw in his mind's 
eye occupying nearly half a page of the Argus. All 
would be in leaded type, and written in a style and 
manner that would attract attention, for he felt that 



" Sailing the veil," 

he was first on the ground, and would not have the 
usual rush in preparing hie copy which had been the 
bane of his life. It would give the Argua practically 
the lead in this case, which he was convinced would 
become one of national importance. 
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The sheriff received him courteously, and, looking 
at the card he presented, saw the name Chicago 
Argm in the comer. Then he stood visibly on his 
guard — an attitude assumed by all wise officials 
when they find themselves brought face to face 
with a newspaper man ; for they know, however 
carefully an article may be prepared, it will likely 
contain some unfortunate overlooked phrase which 
may have a damaging effect in a future political 
campaign. 

"I wanted to see you," began Stratton, coming 
straight to the point, ''in reference to the Brenton 
murder.'* 

- ** I may say at once,'* replied the sheriff, "that if 
you wish an interview with the prisoner, it is utterly 
impossible, because her lawyers, Benham and Brown, 
have positively forbidden her to see a newspaper 
man." 

*'That shows,** said Stratton, "they are wise 
men who understand their business. Nevertheless, 
I wish to have an interview with Mrs. Brenton. But 
what I wanted to say to you is this : I believe tTie 
case will be very much talked about, and that before 
many weeks are over. Of course you know the stand- 
ing the Argvs has in newspaper circles. What it 
says will have an influence even over the Cincimjati 
press. I think you will admit that. Now a great 
many newspaper men consider an official their 
natural enemy. I do not ; at least, I do not until I 
am forced to. Any reference that I may make to you 
I am more than willing to submit to you before it 
goes to Chicago. I will give you my word, if you 
want it, that nothing will be said referring to your 

£ 
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oflScial position, or to yourself personally, that you do 
not see before it appears in print. Of course you 
will be up for re-election. I neyer met a sheriff who 
wasn't.** 

The sheriff smiled at this, and did not deny it. 

*' Very well. Now, I may tell you my belief is that 
this case is going to have a powerful influence on your 
re-election. Here is a young and pretty woman who 
is to be tried for a terrible crime. Whether she is 
guilty or innocent, public sympathy is going to be 
with her. If I were in your place, I would prefer 
to be known as her friend rather than as her 
enemy." 

^' My dear sir," said the sheriff, ** my oflBcial posi- 
tion puts me in the attitude of neither friend nor 
enemy of the unfortunate woman. I have simply 
a certain duty to do, and that duty I intend to 
perform.'* 

^'Oh, that's all right! ** exclaimed the newspaper 
man, jauntily. '* I, for one, am not going to ask you 
to take a step outside your duties; but an official 
may do his duty, and yet, at the same time, do a 
friendly act for a newspaper man, or even for a 
prisoner. In the language of the old chestnut, ' If 
you don't help me, don't help the bear.' That*s all 
I ask." 

** You may be sure, Mr. Stratton, that anything I 
can do to help you I shall be glad to do ; and now 
let me give you a hint. If you want to see Mrs. 
Brenton, the best thing is to get permission from 
her lawyers. If I were you I would not see Benham 
— ^he's rather a hard nut, Benham is, although you 
needn't tell him I said so. Tou get on the right side 
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of Brown. Brown has some political aspirations 
himself, and he does not want to offend a man on so 
powerful a paper as the Argits, even if it is not a 
Cincinnati paper. Now, if you make him the same 
offer you have made to me, I think it will be all right. 
If he sees your copy before it goes into print, and if 
you keep your word with him that nothing will appear 
that he does not see, I think you will succeed in 
getting an interview with Mrs. Brenton, If you 
bring me a note from Brown, I shall be very glad to 
allow you to see her." 

Stratton thanked the sheriff for his hint. He took 
down in his note-book the address of the lawyers, 
and the name especially of Mr. Brown. The two 
men shook hands, and Stratton felt that they under- 
stood each other. 

When Mr. Stratton was ushered into the private 
ofiBice of Brown, and handed that gentleman his card, 
he noticed the lawyer perceptibly freeze over. 

*'Ahem,'* said the legal gentleman; *'you will 
excuse me if I say that my time is rather precious. 
Did you wish to see me professionally ? " 

**Yes,** replied Stratton, **that is, from a news- 
paper standpoint of the profession." 

*' Ah," said the other, '* in reference to what ? " 

** To the Brenton case." 

" Well, my dear sir, I have had, very reluctantly, 
to refuse information that I would have been happy 
to give, if I could, to our own newspaper men; and 
so I may say to you at once that I scarcely think it 
will be possible for me to be of any service to an 
outside papQr like the Argvs.** 

"Local newspaper men," said Stratton, **repre- 
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sent local fame. That you already possess. I 
represent national fame, which, if you will excuse my 
saying so, you do not yet possess. The fact that I 
am in Cincinnati to-day, instead of in Chicago, shows 
what we Chicago people think of the Cincinnati case. 
I believe, and the Argm believes, that this case is 
going to be one of national importance. Now, let 
me ask you one question. Will you state frankly 
what your objection is to having a newspaper man, 
for instance, interview Mrs. Brenton, or get any 
information relating to this case from her or others 
whom you have the power of controlling ? " 

'* I shall answer that question," said Brown, ** as 
frankly as you put it. You are a man of the world, 
and know, of course, that we are all selfish, and in 
business matters look entirely after our own interests. 
My interest in this case is to defend my client. Your 
interest in this case is to make a sensational article. 
You want to get facts if possible, but, in any event, 
you want to write up a readable column or two for 
your paper. Now, if I allowed you to see Mrs. 
Brenton, she might say something to you, and you 
might publish it, that would not only endanger her 
chances, but would seriously embarrass us, as her 
lawyers, in our defence of the case.*' 

'*You have stated the objection very plainly and 
forcibly,'* said Stratton, with a look of admiration, as 
if the powerful arguments of the lawyer had had a 
great effect on him. *'Now, if I understand your 
argument, it simply amounts to this, that you would 
have no objection to my interviewing Mrs. Brenton if 
you have the privilege of editing the copy. In other 
words, if nothing were printed but what you approve 
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of, you would not have the slightest hesitancy about 
allowing me that interview." 

''No, I don't know that I would/' admitted the 
lawyer. 

'* Very well, then. Here is my proposition to you : 
I am here to look after the interests of our paper in 
this particular case. The Argus is probably going to 
be the first paper outside of Cincinnati that will 
devote a large amount of space to the Brenton trial, 
in addition to what is received from the Associated 
Press dispatches. Now you can give me a great 
many facilities in this matter if you care to do so, 
and in return I am perfectly willing to submit to you 
every line of copy that concerns you or your client 
before it is sent, and I give you my word of honour 
that nothing shall appear but what you have seen 
and approved of. If you want to cut out something 
that I think is vitally important, then I shall tell you 
frankly that I intend to print it, but will modify it as 
much as I possibly can to suit your views." 

**I see," said the lawyer. "In other words, as 
you have just remarked, I am to give you special 
facilities in this matter, and then, when you find out 
some fact which I wish kept secret, and which you 
have obtained because of the facilities I have given to 
you, you will quite frankly tell me that it must go in, 
and then, of course, I shall be helpless except to 
debar you from any further facilities, as you call 
them. No, sir, I do not care to make any such 
bargain." 

** Well, suppose I strike out that clause of agree- 
ment, and say to you that I will send nothing 
but what you approve of, would you then write 



54 FROM WHOSE BOURNE. 

xne a note to the sheriff and allow me to see the 
prisoner?'* 

"lam sorry to say*' — the lawyer hesitated for a 
moment, and glanced at the card, then added — " Mr. 
Stratton, that I do not see my way clear to granting 
your request." 

**I think," said Stratton, rising, **that you are 
doing yourself an injustice. You are refusing — I 
may as well tell you first as last— what. is a great 
privilege. Now, you have had some experience in 
your business, and I have had some experience in 
mine, and I beg to inform you that men who are 
much more prominent in the history of their country 
than any one I can at present think of in Cincinnati, 
have tried to balk me in the pursuit of my business, 
and have failed." 

*' In that matter, of course," said Brown, " I must 
take my chances. I don't see the use of prolonging 
this interview. As you have been so frank as to — 
I won't say threaten, perhaps warn is the better word 
— as you have been so good as to warn me, I may, 
before we part, just give you a word of caution. Of 
course we, in Cincinnati, are perfectly willing to admit 
that Chicago people are the smartest on earth, but 
I may say that if you print a word in your paper 
which is untrue and which is damaging to our 
side of the case, or if you use any methods that 
are unlawful in obtaining the information you so 
much desire, you will certainly get your paper into 
trouble, and you will run some little personal risk 
yourself." 

"Well, as you remarked a moment ago, Mr. 
Brown, I shall have to take the chances of that. I 
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am here to get the news, and if I don't succeed it will 
be the first time in my life." 

"Very well, sir,'* said the lawyer. "I wish you 
good evening." 

** Just one thing more," said the newspaper man, 
" before I leave you." 

" My dear sir," said the lawyer, impatiently, " I am 
very busy. I've already given you a liberal share of my 
time. I must request that this interview end at once." 

"I thought," said Mr. Stratton, calmly, ''that 
perhaps you might be interested in the first article 
that I am going to write. I shall devote one column 
in the Argiis of the day after to-morrow to your 
defence of the case, and whether your theory of 
defence is a tenable one or not." 

Mr. Brown pushed back his chair and looked 
earnestly at the young man. That individual was 
imperturbably pulling on his gloves, and at the 
moment was buttoning one of them. 

'* Our defence ! " cried the lawyer. " What do you 
know of our defence ? " 

"My dear sir," said Stratton, "I know all 
about it." 

" Sir, that is impossible. Nobody knows what our 
defence is to be except Mr. Benham and myself." 

" And Mr. Stratton, of the Chicago Argus,'' replied 
the young man, as he buttoned his coat. 

" May I ask, then, what the defence is ? " 

" Certainly," answered the Chicago man. " Your 
defence is that Mr. Brenton was insane, and that he 
committed suicide." 

Even Mr. Brown's habitual self-control, acquired 
by long years of training in keeping his feelings out 
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of sight, for the moment deserted him. He drew his 
breath sharply, and cast a piercing glance at the 
young man before him, who was critically watching 
the lawyer's countenance, although he appeared to 
be entirely absorbed in buttoning his overcoat. Then 
Mr. Brown gave a short, dry laugh. 

"I have met a bluff before,'* he said carelessly; 
'*but I should like to know what makes you think 
that such is our defence ? " 

** Think !^^ cried the young man. "I don't think 
at all ; I hww it." 

" How do you know it ? " 

" Well, for one thing, I know it by your own actions 
a moment ago. What first gave me an inkling of 
your defence was that book which is on your table. 
It is Forbes Winslow on the mind and the brain ; a 
very interesting book, Mr. Brown, very interesting 
indeed. It treats of suicide, and the causes and con- 
ditions of the brain that will lead up to it. It is a 
very good book, indeed, to study in such a case. Good 
evening, Mr. Brown. I am sorry that we cannot co- 
operate in this matter." 

Stratton turned and walked toward the door, while 
the lawyer gazed after him with a look of helpless 
astonishment on his face. As Stratton placed his 
hand on the door knob, the lawyer seemed to wake 
up as from a dream. 

" Stop ! " he cried ; " I will give you a letter that 
will admit you to Mrs, Brenton." 
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CHAPTEE VII. 

'* There ! " said Speed to Brenton, triumphantly, 
''what do you think of thatl Didn't I say George 
Stratton was the brightest newspaper man in Chicago? 
I tell you, his getting that letter from old Bro^vn was 
one of the cleverest bits of diplomacy I ever saw. 
There you had quickness of perception, and nerve. 
All the time he was talking to old Brown he was just 
taking that man's measure. See how coolly he acted 
while he was drawing on his gloves and buttoning his 
coat as if ready to leave. Flung that at Brown all of 
a sudden as quiet as if he was saying nothing at all 
unusual, and all the time watching Brown out of the 
tail of his eye. Well, sir, I must admit, that although 
I have known George Stratton for years, I thought 
he was dished by that Cincinnati lawyer. I thought 
that George was just gracefully covering up his defeat, 
and there he upset old Brown's apple-cart in the 
twinkling of an eye. Now, you see the effect of all 
this. Brown has practically admitted to him what 
the line of defence is. Stratton won't publish it, of 
course ; he has promised not to, but you see he can 
hold that over Brown's head, and get everything he 
wants unless they change their defence." 

"Yes," remarked Brenton, slowly, "he seems to 
be a very sharp newspaper man indeed; but I 
don't like the idea of his going to interview my 
wife." 

"Why, what is there wrong about that ?" 

" Well; there is this wrong about it — that she in 
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her depression may say something that will tell 
against her.'* 

'* Even if she does, what of it ? Isn't the lawyer 
going to see the letter before it is sent to the 
paper?" 

'*I am not so sure about that. Do you think 
Stratton will show the article to Brown if he gets 
what you call a scoop or a beat ? *' 

" Why, of course he will," answered Speed, indig- 
nantly; "hasn't he given him his word that he 
will?" 

"Yes, I know he has," said Brenton, dubiously; 
"but he is a newspaper man." 

"Certainly he is," answered Speed, with strong 
emphasis; "that is the reason he will keep his 
word." 

"I hope so, I hope so; but I must admit that the 
more I know you newspaper men, the more I see 
the great temptation j^ou are under to preserve if 
possible the sensational features of an article." 

"I'll bet you a drink — no, we can't do that," 
corrected Speed; "but you shall see that, if Brown 
acts square with Stratton, he will keep his word to 
the very letter with Brown. There is no use in 
our talking about the matter here. Let us follow 
Stratton, and see what comes of the interview." 

" I think I prefer to go alone," said Brenton, 
coldly. 

" Oh, as you like, as you like," answered the 
other, shortly. "I thought you wanted my help 
in this affair ; but if you don't, I am sure I shan't 
intrude." 

"That's all right," said Brenton; "come along. 
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By the way, Speed, what do you think of that line of 
defence ? " 

" Well, I don't know enough of the circumstances 
of the case to know what to think of it. It seems to 
me rather a good line." 

** It can't be a good line when it is not true. It is 
certain to break down." 

"That's so," said Speed; *'but I'll bet you four 
dollars and a half that they'll prove you a raving 
maniac before they are through with you. They'll 
show very likely that you tried to poison yourself two 
or three times ; bring on a dozen of your friends to 
prove that they knew all your life you were insane." 

*'Do you think they will?" asked Brenton, 
uneasily. 

"Think it? Why, I am sure of it. You'll go 
down to posterity as one of the most complete lunatics 
that ever lived in Cincinnati. Oh, there won't be 
anything left of you when they get through with you." 

Meanwhile, Stratton was making his way to the 
residence of the sheriff. 

"Ah," said that official, when they met, "you 
got your letter, did you ? Well, I thought you 
would." 

" If you had heard the conversation between my 
estimable friend Mr. Brown and myself, up to the 
very last moment, you wouldn't have thought it." 

"Well, Brown is generally very courteous towards 
newspaper men, and that's one reason you see his 
name in the papers a great deal." 

" If I were a Cincinnati newspaper man, I can 
assure you that his name wouldn't appear very much 
in the columns of my paper." 



J 
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"I am Borry to hear yoa say that. I thought 
Brown was very popular with the newspaper men. 
You got the letter, though, did you ? " 

"Yes, I got it. Here it is. Read it." 

The sheriff scanned the hrief note oTer, and pat it 
in his pocket. 

" Just take a chair for a moment, will you, and I 
will Bee if Mrs. Brenton is ready to receive yon." 

Stratton seated himself, and, polling a paper from 



his pocket, was busily reading when the sheriff again 
entered. 

" I am sorry to say," he began, " after you have 
had all this trouble, that Mrs. Brenton positively 
refuses to see you. You know I cannot compel a 
prisoner to meet any one. You understand that, of 
course." 

"Perfectly," said Stratton, thinking for a moment. 
" See here, sheriff, I have simply got to have a talk 
with that woman. Now, can't you tell her I knew 
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ber husband, or something of that sort ? Ill make 
it all right when I see her." 

" The scoundrel ! '' said Brenton to Speed, as 
Stratton made this remark. 

" My .dear sir," said Speed, '* don*t you see he is 
just the man we want ? This is not the time to be 
particular." 

"Yes, but think of the treachery and meanness of 
telling a poor unfortunate woman that he was ac- 
quainted with her husband, who is only a few days 
dead." 

'* Now, see here," said Speed, *' if you are going to 
look on matters in this way you will be a hindrance 
and not a help in the affair. Don't you appreciate 
the situation ? Why, Mrs. Brenton's own lawyers, as 
you have said, think her guilty. What, then, can 
they learn by talking with her, or what good can they 
do her with their minds already prejudiced against 
her ? Don't you see that ? " 

Brenton made no answer to this, but it was evident 
he was very ill at ease. 

" Did you know her husband ? " asked the sheriff. 

"No, to tell you the truth, I never heard of him 
before. But I must see this lady, both for my good 
and hers, and I am not going to let a little thing like 
that stand between us. Won't you tell her that I 
have come with a letter from her own lawyers ? Just 
show her the letter, and say that I will take up but 
very little of her time. I am sorry to ask this much 
of you, but you see how I am placed." 

"Oh, that's all right," said the sheriff, good- 
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naturedly; "I shall be very glad ta do what you 
wish/' and with that he once more disappeared. 

The sheriff stayed away longer this time^ and 
Stratton paced the room impatiently. Finally, the 
official returned, and said — 

• ' '* Mrs. Brenton has consented to see you. Come 
this way, please. You will excuse me, I know," con- 
tinued the sheriff, as they walked along together, 
"but it is part of my duty to remain in the room 
while you are talking with Mrs. Brenton." 

''Certainly, certainly," said Stratton; '*I under- 
stand that." 

''Very well; then, if I may make a suggestion, I 
would say this : you should be prepared to ask 
just what you want to know, and do it all as 
speedily as possible, for really Mrs. Brenton is in 
a condition of nervous exhaustion that renders it 
almost cruel to put her through any rigid cross- 
examination." 

" I understand that also," said Stratton ; " but you 
must remember that she has a very much harder trial 
to undergo in the future. I am exceedingly anxious 
to get at the truth of this thing, and so, if it seems to 
you that I am asking a lot of very unnecessary ques- 
tions, I hope you will not interfere with me as long 
as Mrs. Brenton consents to answer." 

" I shall not interfere at all," said the sheriff; "I 
only wanted to caution you, for the lady may break . 
down at any moment. If you can marshal your 
questions so that the most important ones come first, 
I think it will be wise. I presume you have them 
pretty well arranged in your own mind ? " 

"Well, I Can't say that I have; you see, I am 
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entirely in the dark. 1 got no help whatever from the 

lawyers, and from what I know of their defence I ani 

thoroughly convinced that they are on the wrbng 

track." 

, *' What ! did Brown say anything about the defence ? 

That is not like his usual caution." 

"He didn't intend to," answered Stratton ; "but I 
found out all I wanted to know, nevertheless. You 
see, I shall have to ask what appears to be a lot' of 
rambling, inconsequential questions, because you can 
never tell in a case like this when you may get the key 
to the whole mystery." 

" Well, here we are," said the sheriff, as he knocked 
at a door, and then pushed it open. 

From the moment George Stratton saw Mrs. 
Brenton his interest in the case ceased to be purely 
journalistic. 

Mrs. Brenton was standing near the window, and 
she appeared to be very calm and collected, but her 
fingers twitched nervously, clasping and unclasping 
each other. Her modest dress of black was certainly 
a very becoming one. 

George thought he had never seen a woman so 
beautiful. 

As she was standing up, she evidently intended the 
interview to be a short one. 

" Madam," said Stratton, " I am very sorry indeed 
to trouble you ; bilt I have taken a great interest in 
the solution of this mystery, and I have your lawyers' 
permission to visit you. I assure you, anything you 
say will be submitted to them, so that there will be 
no danger of your case being prejudiced by any state- 
ments made." 
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*'I am" not afraid," said Mrs. Brenton, "that the 
truth will injure or prejudice my case." 

*' I am sure of that," answered the newspaper man ; 
and then, knowing that she would not sit down if he 
asked her to, he continued diplomatically, " Madam, 
will you permit me to sit down ? I wish to write out 
my notes as carefully as possible. Accuracy is my 
strong point." 

*' Certainly," said Mrs. Brenton ; and, seeing that 
it was not probable the interview would be a short 
one, she seated herself by the window, while the 
sheriff took a chair in the comer, and drew a news- 
paper from his pocket. 

" Now, madam," said the special, " a great number 
of the questions I ask you may seem trivial, but 
as I said to the sheriff a moment ago, some word of 
yours that appears to you entirely unconnected with 
the case may give me a clue which will be exceedingly 
valuable. You will, therefore, I am sure, pardon 
me if some of the questions I ask you appear 
irrelevant." 

Mrs. Brenton bowed her head, but said nothing. 

" Were your husband's business affairs in good con- 
dition at the time of his death ? " 

" As far as I know they were." 

"Did you ever see anything in your husband's 
actions that would lead you to think him a man who 
might have contemplated suicide ? " 

Mrs. Brenton looked up with wide-open eyes. 

" Certainly not," she said. 

"Had he ever spoken to you on the subject of 
suicide ? " 

" I do not remember that he ever did." 
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''Was he ever queer in his actions? In short, did 
you ever notice anything about him that would lead 
you to doubt his sanity ? I am sorry if questions I 
ask you seem painful, but I have reasons for wishing 
to be certain on this point." . . 

" No," said Mrs. Brenton ; *' he was perfectly sane. 
No man could have been more so. I am certain that 
he never thought of committing suicide." 

" Why are you so certain on that point ? " 

" I do not know why. I only know I am positive 
of it." 

'* Do you know if he had any enemy who might 
wish his death ? " 

*' I doubt if he had an enemy in the world. I do 
not know of any." 

'* Have you ever heard him speak of anybody in a 
spirit of enmity ? " 

" Never. He was not a man who bore enmity 
against people. Persons whom he did not like he 
avoided." 

"The poison, it is said, was put into his cup of 
coffee. Do you happen to know," said Stratton, 
turning to the sheriff, " how they came to that con- 
clusion ? " 

" No, I do not," answered the sheriff. " In fact, I 
don't see any reason why they should think so." 

*' Was morphia found in the coffee cup after- 
wards ? " 

" No ; at the time of the inquest all the things had 
been cleared away. I think it was merely presumed 
that the morphine was put into his coffee." 

'* Who poured out the coffee he drank that night ? " 

*' I did," answered his wife. 

p 
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'^ Tou were at one end of the table and he at the 
other, I suppose?" 

''Yes." 

" How did the coflfee cup reach him ? " 

** I gave it to the servant, and she placed it before 
him." 

'' It passed through no other hands, then ? " 

"No." 

" Who was the servant ? " 

Mrs. Brenton pondered for a moment. 

" I really know very little about her. She had been 
in our house for a couple of weeks only." 

" What was her name ? " 

" Jane Morton, I think." 

" Where is she now, do you know ? '' 

" I do not know." 

'* She appeared at the inquest, of course ? " said 
Stratton, turning to the sheriff. 

" I think she did, ' was the answer. " I am not sure." 

He marked her name down in the note-book. 

*' How many people were there at the dinner ? " 

"Including my husband and myself, there were 
twenty-six." 

" Could you give me the name of each of them ? " 

" Yes, I think so." 

She repeated the names, which he took down, with 
certain notes and comments on each. 

"Who sat next your husband at the head of the 
table ? " 

" Miss Walker was at his right hand, Mr. Roland 
at his left." 

. " Now, forgive me if I ask you if you have ever had 
any trouble with your husband ? " 
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" Never." 

" Never had any quarrel ? " 

Mrs. Brenton hesitated for a moment. 

"No, I don't think we ever had what could be 
called a quarrel.'* 

**You had no disagreement shortly before the 
dinner ? " 

Again Mrs. Brenton hesitated. 

" I can hardly call it a disagreement/' she said. 
" We had a little discussion about some of the guests 
who were to be invited." 

*' Did he object to any that were there ? " 

" There was a gentleman there whom he did not 
particularly like, I think, but he made no objection to 
his coming ; in fact, he seemed to feel that I might 
imagine he had an objection from a little discussion 
we had about inviting him ; and afterwards, as if to 
make up for that, he placed this guest at his left 
hand." 

Stratton quickly glanced up the page of his note- 
book, and marked a little cross before the name of 
Stephen Boland. 

'' You had another disagreement with him before, 
if I might term it so, had you not ? " 

Mrs. Brenton looked at him surprised. 

" What makes you think so ? " she said. 

" Because you hesitated when I spoke of it." 

" Well, we had what you might call a disagreement 
once at Lucerne, Switzerland." 

'* Will you tell me what it was about ? " 

" I would rather not." 

" Will you tell me this — ^was it about a gentle- 
man?" 
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" Yes/' said Mrs. Brenton. 

" Was your husband of a jealous disposition ? " 

" Ordinarily I do not think he was. It seemed to 
me at the time that he was a little unjust — that's 
aU.'' 

*' Was the gentleman in Lucerne ? " 

'' Oh no ! " 

" In Cincinnati ? " 

''Yes." 

" Was his name Stephen Roland ? " 

Mrs. Brenton again glanced quickly at the news- 
paper man, and seemed about to say something, but^ 
checking herself, she simply answered — 

'* Yes." 

Then she leaned back in the armchair and sighed. 

"I am very tired," she said. "If it is not abso- 
lutely necessary, I prefer not to continue this 
conversation." 

Stratton immediately rose. 

" Madam," he said, '* I am very much obliged to 
you for the trouble you have taken to answer my 
questions, which I am afraid must haye seemed 
impertinent to you, but I assure you that I did not 
intend them to be so. Now, madam, I would like 
very much to get a promise from you. I wish that 
you would promise to see me if I call again, and I, 
on my part, assure j^ou that unless I have something 
particularly important to tell you, or to ask, I shall 
not intrude upon you." 

'* I shall be pleased to see you at any time, sir." 

When the sheriff and the newspaper man reached 
the other room, the former said — 

" Well, what do you think ? " 



\ 
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" I think it is an interesting case," was the answeiv 

"Or, to put it in other words, you think Mrs. 
Brenton a very interesting lady." 

"Officially, sir, you have exactly stated my 
opinion." 

" And I suppose, poor woman, she will furnish an 
interesting article for the paper ? " 

" Hang the paper ! " said Stratton, with more than 
his usual vim. 

The sheriff laughed. Then he said — 

" I confess that to me it seems a very perplexing 
affair all through. Have you got any light on the 
subject?" 

"My dear sir, I will tell you three important 
things. First, Mrs. Brenton is innocent. Second, 
her lawyers are taking the wrong line of defence. 
Third," tapping his breast-pocket, "Ihave the name 
of the murderer in my note-book." 



CHAPTEE Vni. 

" Now," said John Speed to William Brenton, " we 
have got Stratton fairly started on the track, and I 
believe that he will ferret out the truth in this 
matter. But, meanwhile, we must not be idle. You 
must remember that, with all our facilities for dis* 
covery, we really know nothing of the murderer 
ourselves. I propose we set about this thing just 
as systematically as Stratton will. The chances 
are that we shall penetrate. the mystery of the whole' 
affair very much quicker than he. As I told you 
before, I am something of a newspaper man myself ; 
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and if, with the facilities of getting into any room in 
any bouse, in any city and in any country, and being 
with a suspected criminal night and day when he 
never imagines any one is near him — if with all those 
advantages I cannot discover the real author of that 
crime before George Stratton does, then 1*11 never 
admit that I came from Chicago, or belonged to a 
newspaper." 

"Whom do you think Stratton suspects of the 
crime ? He told the sheriflf," said Brenton, " that he 
had the name in his pocket-book." 

"I don't know," said Speed, "but I have my 
suspicions. You see, he has the names of all the 
guests at your banquet in that pocket-book of his ; 
but the name of Stephen Roland he has marked with 
two crosses. The name of the sei^ant he has marked 
with one cross. Now, I suspect that he believes 
Stephen Roland committed the crime. You know 
Roland ; what do you think of him ? " 

" I think he is quite capable of it," answered 
Brenton, with a frown. 

" Still, you are prejudiced against the man," put 
in Speed, "so your evidence is hardly impartial." 

"I am not prejudiced against any one," answered 
Brenton; "I merely know that man. He is a 
thoroughly despicable, cowardly character. The only 
thing that makes me think he would not commit a 
murder, is that he is too craven to stand the conse- 
quences if he were caught. He is a cool villain, but 
he is a coward. I do not believe he has the courage 
to commit a crime, even if he thought he would 
benefit by it." 

" Well, there is one thing, Brenton, you can't be 
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accused of flattering a man, and if it is any consola- 
tion for you to know, you may be pretty certain that 
George Stratton is on his track.*' 

" I am sure I wish him success," answered Brenton, 
gloomily ; "if he brings Eoland to the gallows I shall 
not mourn over it." 

'* That's all right," said Speed ; " but now we must 
be up and doing ourselves. Have you anything to 
propose ? " 

*' No, I have not, except that we might play the 
detective on Eoland." 

*' Well, the trouble with that is we would merely be 
duplicating what Stratton is doing himself. Now, 
I'll tell you my proposal. Supposing that we consult 
with Lecocq." 

" Who is that ? The noveHst ? " 

" Novelist ? I don't think he has ever written any 
novels — not that I remember of." 

'*Ah, I didn't know. It seemed to me that I 
remembered his name in connection with some 
novel." 

" Oh, very likely you did. He is the hero of more 
detective stories than any other man I know of. He 
was the great French detective." 

" What, is he dead, then ? " 

** Dead ? Not a bit of it ; he's here with us. Oh, I 
understand what you mean. Yes, from your point of 
view, he is dead." 

'* Where can we find him ? " 

"Well, I presume,. in Paris. He's a first-rate 
fellow to know, anyhow, and he spends most of his 
time around his old haunts. In fact, if you want to 
be certain to find Lecocq, you will generally get him 
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during office hours in the room he used to frequent 
while in Paris." 

**Let us go and see him, then." 

« * ♦ « « « . - 

" Monsieur Leeocq," said Speed, a moment after- 
wards, *' I wish to introduce to you a new-comer, 
Mr. Brenton, recently of Cincinnati." 

"Ah, my dear Speed," said the Frenchman, "I 
am very pleased indeed to meet any friend of yours. 
How is the great Chicago, the second Paris, and 
how is your circulation ? — the greatest in the world, 
I suppose." 

*'Well, it is in pretty good order," said Speed; '* we 
circulated from Chicago to Paris here in a very much 
shorter time than the journey usually occupies down 
below. Now, can you give us a little of your time ? 
Are you busy just now ? " 

*' My dear Speed, I am always busy. I am like 
the people of the second Paris. I lose no time, but I 
have always time to speak with my friends." 

** All right," said Speed. *' I am like the people of 
the second Chicago, generally more intent on pleasure 
than business ; but, nevertheless, I have a piece of 
business for you." 

'* The second Chicago?" asked Lecocq. "And 
where is that, pray ? " 

" Why, Paris, of course," said Speed. 

Lecocq laughed. 

" You are incorrigible, you Chicagoans. And what 
is the piece of business ? '^ 

" It is the old thing, monsieur. A mystery to be 
unravelled. Mr. Brenton here wishes to retain you 
in his case." 
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" And what is his case ? " was the answer. 
Lecocg was evidently pleased to have a bit of real 
work given him. 
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Speed briefly recited the facts, Brenton correcting 
him now and then on little points where he was 
wrong. Speed seemed to think these points im- 
material, but Lecocq said that attention to trivialities 
was the whole secret of the detective business. 

'*Ah, said Lecocq, sorrowfully, "there is no real 
trouble in elucidating that mystery. I hoped it would 
be something difl&cult ; but, you see, with my experi- 
ence of the old world, and with the privileges one 
enjoys in this world, things which might be difficult 
to one below are very easy for us. Now, I shall show 
you how simple it is.'* 

" Good gracious ! " cried Speed, "you don't mean 
to say you are going to read it right off the reel, like 
that, when we have been bothering ourselves with it 
so long, and without success ? " 

" At the moment,'' replied the French detective, " I 
am not prepared to say who committed the deed. 
That is a matter of detail. Now, let us see what 
we know, and arrive, from that, at what we do not 
know. The one fact, of which we are assured on 
the statement of two physicians from Cincinnati, is 
that Mr. Brenton was poisoned." 

" Well," said Speed, "there are several other facts, 
too. Another fact is that Mrs. Brenton is accused 
of the crime." 

" Ah ! my dear sir," said Lecocq, " that is not 
pertinent." 

"No," said Speed, "I agree with you. I call it 
very impertinent." 

Brenton frowned at this, and his old dislike to 
the flippant Chicago man rose to the surface 
again. 
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The Frenchman continued marking the points on 
his long forefinger. 

" Now, there are two ways by which that result 
may have been attained. First, Mr. Brenton may 
have administered to himself the poison ; secondly, the 
poison may have been administered by some one else." 

"Yes," said Speed; '*and, thirdly, the poison may 
have been administered accidentally — ^you do not seem 
to take that into account." 

*' I do not take that into account," calmly replied 
the Frenchman, " because of its improbability. If 
there were an accident ; if, for instance, the poison 
was in the sugar, or in some of the viands served, 
then others than Mr. Brenton would have been 
poisoned. The fact that one man out of twenty-six 
was poisoned, and the fact that several people ard 
to benefit by his death, point, it seems to me, to 
murder ; but to be sure of that, I will ask Mr. Bren- 
ton one question. My dear sir, did you administer 
this poison to yourself ?" 

*' Certainly not," answered Brenton. 

'* Then we have two facts. First, Mr. Brenton 
was poisoned ; secondly, he was poisoned by some 
person who had an interest in his death. Now we 
will proceed. When Mr. Brenton sat down to that 
dinner he was perfectly well. When he arose from 
that dinner he was feeling ill. He goes to bed. He 
sees no one but his wife after he has left the 
dinner-table, and he takes nothing between the time 
he leaves the dinner-table and the moment he be- 
comes unconscious. Now, that poison must have 
been administered to Mr. Brenton at the dinner- 
table. Am I not right ? " 
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" Well, you seem to be," answered Speed. 

"Seem? Why, it is as plain as day. There 
cannot be any mistake." 

" All right," said Speed ; ''go ahead. What next?" 

'* What next ? There were twenty-six people 
around that table, with two servants to wait on them, 
making twenty-eight in all. There were twenty-six, 
I think you said, including Mr. Brenton." 

'* That is correct." 

*'Very well. One of those twenty-seven persons 
has poisoned Mr. Brenton. Do you follow me ? " 

"We do," answered Speed; "we follow you as 
closely as you have ever followed a criminal. Go on." 

"Very well, so much is clear. These are all facts, 
not theories. Now, what is the thing that I should 
do if I were in Cincinnati ? I would find out whether 
one or more of those guests had anything to gain 
by the death of their host. That done, I would 
follow the suspected persons. I would have my men 
find out what each of them had done for a month 
before the time of the crime. Whoever committed 
it made some preparation. He did something, too, 
as you say, in America, to cover up his tracks. 
Very well. By the keen detective these actions are 
easily traced. I shall at once place twenty-seven of 
the best men I know on the track of those twenty- 
seven persons." 

"I call that shadowing with a vengeance," re- 
marked the Chicago man. 

" It will be very easy. The one who has com- 
mitted the crime is certain, when he is alone in his 
own room, to say something, or to do something, 
that will show my detective that he is the criminal. 
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So, gentlemen, if you can tell me who those twenty- 
seven persons are,* in three days or a week from this 
time I will tell you who gave the poison to Mr. 
Brenton." 

*' You seem very sure of that," said Speed. 

" Sure of it ? It is simply child's play. It is mere 
waiting. If, for instance, at the trial Mrs. Brenton 
is found guilty, and sentenced, the one who is the 
guilty party is certain to betray himself or herself 
as soon as he or she is alone. If it be a man who 
hopes to marry Mrs. Brenton, he will be overcome 
with grief at what has happened. He will wring his 
hands and try to think what can be done to prevent 
the sentence being carried out. He will argue with 
himself whether it is better to give himself up and 
tell the truth, and if he is a coward he will conclude 
not to do that, but will try to get a pardon, or at 
least have the capital sentence commuted into life 
imprisonment. He will possibly be cool and calm in 
public, but when he enters his own room, when his 
door is locked, when he believes no one can see him, 
when he thinks he is alone, then will come his trial. 
Then his passions and his emotions will betray him. 
It is mere child's play, as I tell you, and long before 
there is a verdict I will give you the name of the 
murderer." 

"Very well, then," said Speed, *'that is agreed; we 
will look you up in a week from now." 

" I should be pained," said Lecocq, **to put you to 
that trouble. As soon as I get the report from my 
men I will communicate with you and let you know 
the result. In a few days I shall give you the name 
of the assassin." 
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" Good-bye, then, ontil I see you again," answered 
Speed; and with this be and Brenton took their 
departare. 

"He seems to be very sure of himself," said 
Brenton. 



"He will do what he sajs, you may depend on 
that." 

The week was not yet up when Monsieur Leeocq 
met John Speed in Chicago. 
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" By the look of satisfaction on your face," said Mr. 
Speed, " I imagine you have succeeded in unravelling 
the mystery." 

"Ah,", replied the Frenchman; "if I have the 
appearance of satisfaction, it is indeed misplaced." 

" Then you have not made any discovery ? " 

" On the contrary, it is all as plain as your big 
buildings here. It is not for that reason, but because 
it is so simple that I should be foolish to feel satis- 
faction regarding it." 

" Then who is the person ? " 

"The assassin," replied the Frenchman, "is one 
whom no one has seemed to think of, and yet one on 
whom suspicion should have been the first to fall. 
The person who did Monsieur Brenton the honour to 
poison him is none other than the servant girl, Jane 
Morton." 



CHAPTER IX. 

" Jane Morton ! " cried Speed ; " who is she ? " 
" She is, as you may remember, the girl who carried 

the coffee from Mrs. Brenton to monsieur." 
" And are you sure she is the criminal ? " 
The great detective did not answer ; he merely gave 

an expressive little French gesture, as though the 

question was not worth commenting upon. 
" Why, what. was her motive ? " asked Speed. 
For the first time in their acquaintance a shade of 

perplexity seemed to come over the enthusiastic face 

of the volatile Frenchman. 

" You are what you call smart, you Chicago people," 
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he said, *' and you have in a moment struck the only 
point on which we are at a loss." 

**My dear sir," returned Speed, "that is the point 
in the case. Motive is the first thing to look for, it 
seems to me. You said as much yourself. If you 
haven't succeeded in finding what motive Jane Morton 
had for poisoning her employer, it appears to me that 
very little has been accomplished." . 

" Ah, you say that before you know the particulars. 
I am certain we shall find the motive. What I 
know now is that Jane Morton is the one who put the 
poison in his cup of coffee." 

'* It would take a good deal of nerve to do that with 
twenty-six people around the tabl^. You forget, my 
dear sir, that she had to pass the whole length of the 
table, after taking the cup, before giving it to Mr. 
Brenton." 

" Half of the people had their backs to her, and 
the other half, I can assure you, were not looking at 
her. If the poison was ready, it was a very easy 
thing to slip it into a cup of coffee. There was ample 
time to do it, and that is how it was done." 

** May I ask how you arrived at that* conclusion ? " 

''Certainly, certainly, my dear sir. My detectives 
report that each one of the twenty-seven people they 
had to follow were -shadowed night and day. But 
only two of them acted suspiciously. These two were 
Jane Morton and Stephen Eoland. Stephen Eoland's 
anxiety is accounted for by the fact that he is evi- 
dently in love with Mrs. Brenton. But the change 
in Jane Morton has been something terrible. She is 
suffering from the severest pangs of ineffectual 
remorse. She has not gone out again to service, but 
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occupies a room in one of the poorer quarters of the 
city — a room that she never leaves except at night. 
Her whole actions show that she is afraid of the police 
— afraid of being tracked for her crime. She buys 
a newspaper every night, locks and bars the door 
on entering her room, and, with tears streaming 
from her eyes, reads every word of the criminal news. 
One night, when she went out to buy her paper, and 
what food she needed for the next day, she came un- 



" Oh, vthji did I do it!" 

expectedly upon a policeman at the corner. The man 
was not looking at her at all, nor for her, but she 
fled, running like a deer, doubling and turning 
through alleys and back streets until by a very round- 
aboat road she reached her own room. There she 
locked herself in, and remained without food all next 
day rather than go out again. She flung herself 
terror-stricken on the bed, after her room door was 
bolted, and cried, ' Oh, why did I do it ? why did 
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I do it? I shall certainly be found out. If Mrs. 
Brenton is acquitted,- they will be after me next 
day. I did it to make up to John what he had 
Buffered, and yet if John knew it, he would never 
speak to me again.' " 

" Who is John ? " asked Speed. 

*'Ah, that," said the detective, *'I do not know. 
When we find out who John is, then we shall find the 
motive for the crime." 

" In that case, if I were you, I should try to find 
John as quickly as possible." 

"Yes, my dear sir, that is exactly what should be 
done, and my detective is now endeavouring to dis- 
cover the identity of John. He will possibly succeed 
in a few days. But there is another way of finding 
out who John is, and perhaps in that you can 
help me." 

" What other way ? " 

*' There is one man who undoubtedly knows who 
John is, and that is Mr. Brenton. Now, I thought 
that perhaps you, who know Brenton better than I 
do, would not mind asking him who John is." 

*'My dear sir," said Speed, "Brenton is no par- 
ticular friend of mine, and I only know him well 
enough to feel that if there is any cross-examination 
to be done, I should prefer somebody else to do it." 

" Why, you are not afraid of him, are you ? " asked 
the detective. 

" Afraid of him ? Certainly not, but I tell you 
that Brenton is just a little touchy and apt to take 
offence. I have found him so on several occasions. 
Now, as you have practically taken charge of this 
case, why don't you go and see him ? " 



.1 
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^' I suppose I shall have to do that/' said the French- 
man, '* if you will not undertake it." 

" No, I will not." 

*' You have no objection, have you, to going with 
me?" 

" It is better for you to see Brenton alpne. I do 
not think he would care to be cross-examined before 
witnesses, you know." 

" Ah, then, good-bye ; I shall find out from Mr. 
Brenton who John is." 

"I am sure I wish you luck," replied Speed, as 
Lecocq took his departure. 

Lecocq found Brenton and Ferris together. The 
cynical spirit ^seemed to have been rather sceptical 
about the accounts given him of the influence that 
Speed and Brenton, combined, had had upon the 
Chicago newspaper man. Yet he was interested in 
the case, and although he still maintained that no 
practical good would result, even if a channel of 
communication could be opened between the two 
states of existence, he had listened with his customary 
respect to what Brenton had to say. 

** Ah," said Brenton, when he saw the Frenchman, 
" have you any news for me ? " 

''Yes, I have. I have news that I will exchange, 
but meanwhile I want some news from you." 

" I have none to give you," answered Brenton. 

**If you have not, will you undertake to answer 
any questions I shall ask you, and not take offence if 
the questions seem to be personal ones ? " 

''Certainly," said .Brenton ; "I shall be glad to 
answer anything as long as it has a bearing on the 
case." 
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. "Very well, then, it has a very distinct bearing 
on the case. Dp you remember the girl Jane 
Morton?" 

" I remember her, of coarse, as one of the servants 
in our employ. I know very little about her, 
though." 

''That is just what I wish to find out. Do you 
know anything about her ? " 

" No ; she had been in our employ but a fortnight, 
I think, or perhaps it was a month. My wife 
attended to these details, of course. I knew the girl 
was there, that is all." 

The Frenchman looked very dubious as Brenton 
said this, while the latter rather bridled up. 

'' You evidently do not believe me ? " he cried. 

Once more the detective gave his customary gesture, 
and said— 

"Ah, pardon me, you are entirely mistaken. I 
have this to acquaint you with. Jane Morton is the 
one who murdered you. She did it, she says, partly 
for the sake of John, whoever he is, and partly out 
of revenge. Now, of course, you are the only man 
who can give me information as to the motive. That 
girl certainly had a motive, and I should like to find 
out what the motive was." 

Brenton meditated for a few moments, and then 
suddenly brightened up. 

" I remember, now, an incident which happened a 
week or two before Christmas, which may have a 
bearing on the case. One night I heard — or thought 
I heard — a miovement downstairs, when I supposed 
everybody had retired. I took a revolver in my 
hand, and went ' cautiously down the stairs. Of 
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jcourse I had no light, because, if ihere was a burglar, 
I did not wish to make myself too conspicuous a 
mark. As I went along the hall leading to the 
kitchen, I saw there was a light inside ; but as 
soon as they heard me coming, the light was put 
out. When I reached the kitchen, I noticed a man 
trying to escape through the door that led to the 
coalshed. I fired at him twice, and he sank to the 
floor with a groan. I thought I had bagged a 
burglar sure, but it turned out to be nothing of the 
kind. He was merely a young man who had been 
rather late visiting one of the girls. I suspect now 
the girl he came to see was Jane Morton. As it was, 
the noise brought the two girls there, and I never 
investigated the matter or tried to find out which one 
it was that he had been visiting. They were both 
terror-stricken, and the young man himself was in a 
state of great fear. He thought for a moment that 
he had been killed. However, he was only shot in 
the leg, and I sent him to the house of a physician 
who keeps such patients as do not wish to go to the 
hospital. I did not care to have him go to the 
hospital, because I was afraid the newspapers would 
get hold of the incident, and make a sensation of it. 
The whole thing was accidental; the young fellow 
realized that, and so, I thought, did the girls ; at 
least, I never noticed anything in their behaviour to 
show the contrary." 

" What sort of a looking girl is Jane Morton ? " 
asked Ferris. 

'^ She is a tall brunette, with snapping black 
eyes." 

''Ah, then, I remember her going into the room 
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where you lay," said Ferris, " on Christmas morning. 
It struck me when she came out that she was very 
cool and self-possessed, and not at all surprised." 

"All I can say," said Brenton, "is that I never 
noticed anything in her conduct like resentment at 
what had happened. I intended to give the young 
fellow a handsome compensation for his injury, but 
of course what occurred on Christmas Eve prevented 
that. I had really forgotten all about the circum- 
stance, or I should have told you of it before." 

"Then," said Lecocq, "the thing now is perfectly 
clear. That black-eyed vixen murdered you out of 
revenge." 



^ 




CHAPTEE X. 

It was evident to George Stratton that he would 
have no time before the trial came off in which to 
prove Stephen Koland the guilty person. Besides 
this, he was in a strange state of mind which he 
himself could not understand. The moment he sat 
down to think out a plan by which he could run 
down the man he was confident had committed the 
crime, a strange wavering of mind came over him. 
Something seemed to say to him that he was on 
the wrong track. This became so persistent that 
George was bewildered, and seriously questioned 
his own sanity. Whenever he sat alone in his own 
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room^ the doubts arose^ and a feeling that he was 
on the wrong scent took possession of him. This 
feeling became so strong at times that he looked up 
other clues^ and at one time tried to find out the 
whereabouts of the servant girls who had been 
employed by the Brentons. Curiously enough, the 
moment he began this search, his mind seemed to 
become clearer and easier ; and when that happened, 
the old belief in the guilt of Stephen Boland resumed 
its sway again. But the instant he tried to follow up 
what clues he had in that direction, he found himself 
baffled and assailed again by doubts, and so every , 
effort he put forth appeared to be nullified. This 
state of mind was so unusual with him that he had 
serious thoughts of abandoning the whole case and 
going back to Chicago. He said to himself, "I am 
in love with this woman, and I shall go crazy if I 
stay here any longer." Then he remembered the 
trust she appeared to have in his powers of ferreting 
out the mystery of the case, and this in turn 
encouraged him and urged him on. 

All trace of the girls appeared to be lost. He 
hesitated to employ a Cincinnati detective, fearing 
that what he discovered would be given away to the 
Cincinnati press. Then he accused himself of dis* 
loyalty to Mrs. Brenton, in putting his newspaper 
duty before his duty to her. He was so torn by his 
conflicting ideas and emotions that at last he 
resolved to abandon the cas6 altogether and return 
to Chicago. He packed up his valise and resolved to 
leave that night for big city, trial or no trial. He had 
described his symptoms to a prominent physician, and 
that physician told him that the case was driving 
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him mad, and the best thing he could do was to 
leave at once for other scenes. He could do no 
good; and would perhaps end by going insane him- 
self. 

As George Stratton was packing his valise in his 
room, alone, as he thought, the following conversation 
was taking place beside him. 

"It is no use," said Speed; "we are merely 
muddling him, and not doing any good. The only 
thing is to leave him alone. If he investigates the 
Boland part of the case he will soon find out for 
himself that he is on the wrong track ; then he will 
take the right one." 

"Yes," said Brenton; "but the case comes on in 
a few days. If anything is to be done, it must be 
done now." 

" In that I do not agree with you," said Speed. 
" Perhaps everything will go all right at the trial, but 
even if it does not, there is still a certain amount 
of time. You see how we have spoiled things 
by interfering. Our first success with him has 
misled us. We thought we could do anything; 
we have really done worse than nothing, because 
all this valuable time has been lost. If he had 
Been allowed to proceed in his own way he would 
have ferreted out the matter as far as Stephen 
Eoland is concerned, and would have found that 
there was no cause for his suspicion. As it is he 
has done nothing. He still believes, if left alone, that 
Stephen Eoland is the criminal. All our efforts to 
lead him to the residence of Jane Morton have been 
unavailing. Now, you see, he is on the eve of going 
back to Chicago." 



\ 
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' "Well, then, let him go," said Brenton, de- 
spondently. 

" With all my heart, say I," answered Speed ; " but 
in any case let us leave him alone." 

Before the train started that night Stratton said to 
himself that he was a new man. Bichard was him- 
self again. He was thoroughly convinced of the 
guilt of Stephen Boland, and. wondered why he had 
allowed his mind to wander off the topic and waste 
time with other suspicions, for which he now saw 
there was no real excuse. He had not the time, he 
felt, to investigate the subject personally, but he 
flattered himself he knew exactly the man to put on 
Boland's track, and, instead of going himself to 
Chicago, he sent off the following despatch : — 

" Meet me to-morrow morning, without fail, at the 
Gibson House. Answer." 

Before midnight he had his answer, and next 
morning he met a man in whom he had the most 
implicit confidence, and who had, as he said, the rare 
and valuable gift of keeping his mouth shut. 

" You see this portrait ? " Stratton said, handing to 
the other a photograph of Stephen Eoland. '* Now, 
I do not know how many hundred chemist shops 
there are in Cincinnati, but I want you to get a list of 
them, and you must not omit the most obscure shop 
in town. I want you to visit every drug store there 
is in the city, show this photograph to the proprietor 
and the clerks, and find out if that man bought 
any chemicals during the week or two preceding 
Christmas. Find out what drugs he bought, and 
where he bought them, then bring the information 
to me." 
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" How much time do you give me on this, Mr. 
Stratton ? " was the queetion. 

"Whatever time you want. I wish the thing 
done thoroughly and completely, and, aa you know, 
silence is golden in a case like thie." 



"Enoitgh said," replied the other, and, buttoning 
the photograph in his inside pocket, he left the room. 

There is no necessity of giving an elaborate report 
of the trial. Any one who has curiosity in the matter 
can find the full particulars from the files of any 
paper in the country. Mrs. Brenton was very pale 
as she sat in the prisoner's dock, but George Stratton 
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thought he never saw' any one look so beantiful. It 
Beemed to him that any man in that crowded court- 
room could tell in a moment that she was not guilty 
of the crime with which she was charged, and he 
looked at the jury of twelve supposedly good men, 
and wondered what they thought of it. 

The defence claimed that it was not their place to 
show who committed the murder. That rested with 



In the pri»oner'i docb. 

the prosecution. The prosecution, Mr. Benham main- 
tained, had signally failed to do this. However, in 
order to aid the prosecution, he was quite wiUing to 
ehow how Mr, Brenton came to his death. Then 
witnesses were called, who, to the astonishment of 
Mrs. Brenton, testified that her husband had all along 
had a tendency to insanity. It was proved conclusively 
that some of his ancestors had died in a lunatic 
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asylum, and one was stated to have committed 
suicide. The defence produced certain books from 
Mr. Brenton's library, among them Forbes Winslow's 
volume on " The Mind and the Brain," to show that 
Brenton had studied the subject of suicide. 

The judge's charge was very colourless. It 
amounted • simply to this : If the jury thought 
the prosecution had shown Mrs. Brenton to have 
committed the crime, they were to bring in a verdict 
of guilty, and if they thought otherwise they were to 
acquit her ; and so the jury retired. 

As they left the court-room a certain gloom fell 
upon all those who were friendly to the fair prisoner. 

Despite the great reputation of Benham and 
Brown, it was the thought of every one present 
that they had made a very poor defence. The prose- 
cution, on the other hand, had been most ably con- 
ducted. It had been shown that Mrs. Brenton was 
chiefly to profit by her husband's death. The 
insurance fund alone would add seventy-five thousand 
dollars to the money she would control. A number 
of little points that Stratton had given no heed to 
had been magnified, and appeared then to have 
a great bearing on the case. For the first time, 
Stratton admitted to himself that the prosecution had 
made out a very strong case of circumstantial evidence. 
The defence, too, had been so deplorably weak that it 
added really to the strength of the prosecution. A 
great speech had been expected of Benham, but he 
did not rise to the occasion, and, as one who knew 
him said, Benham evidently believed his client guilty. 

As the jury retired, every one in the court-room felt 
that there was little hope for the prisoner ; and this 
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feeling was intensified when, a few moments after, the 
announcement was made in court, just as the judge 
was preparing to leave the bench, that the jury had 
agreed on the verdict. 

Stratton, in the stillness of the court-room, heard 
one lawyer whisper to another, '* She's doomed." 

There was intense silence as the jury slowly filed 
into their places, and the foreman stood up. 

" Gentlemen of the jury," was the question, " have 
you agreed upon a verdict ? " 

" We have," answered the foreman. 

'* Do you find the prisoner guilty or not guilty ? '' 

'* Not guilty," was the clear answer. 

At this there was first a moment of silence, and then 
a ripple of applause, promptly checked. 

Mrs. Brenton was free. 



CHAPTEE XL 

George Stratton sat in the court-room for a moment 
dazed, before he thought of the principal figure in 
the trial ; then he rose to go to her side, but he found 
that Eoland was there before him. He heard her say, 
" Get me a carriage quickly, and take me away from 
here." 

So Stratton went back to his hotel to meet his 
Chicago detective. The latter had nothing to report. 
He told him the number of drug stores he had visited, 
but all without avail. No one had recognized the 
portrait. 

"All right," said Stratton; ''then you will just 
have to go ahead until you find somebody who 
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does. It is, I believe, only a question of time and 
perseverance." 

Next morning he arose late. He looked over the 
report of the trial in the morning paper, and then, 
turning to the leader page, read with rising indigna- 
tion the following editorial : — 



'^ THE BRENTON CASE. 



'* The decision of yesterday shows the glorious un- 
certainty that attends the finding of the average 
American jury. If such verdicts are to be rendered, 
we may as well blot out from the statute-book all 
punishment for all crimes in which the evidence is 
largely circumstantial. If ever a strong case was 
made out against a human being it was the case of 
the prosecution in the recent trial. If ever there was 
a case in which the defence was deplorably weak, 
although ably conducted, it was the case that was 
concluded yesterday. Should we, then, be prepared to 
say that circumstantial evidence will not be taken by 
an American jury as ground for the conviction of a 
murderer? The chances are that, if we draw this 
conclusion, we shall be entirely wrong. If a man 
stood in the dock, in the place of the handsome young 
woman who occupied it yesterday, he would to-day 
have been undoubtedly convicted of murder. The 
conclusion, then, to be arrived at seems to be that, 
unless there is the direct proof of murder against a 
pretty woman, it is absolutely impossible to get the 
average jury of men to convict her. It would seem 
that the sooner we get women on juries, especially . 
where a woman is on trial, the better it will be for 
the cause of justice.'' 



1 
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Then in other parts of the paper there were little 
items similar to this — 

*^ If Mrs. Brenton did not poison her husband, then 
who did ? *' 

That afternoon George Stratton paid a visit to Mrs. 
Brenton. He had hoped she had not seen the paper 
in question, but he hoped in vain. He found Mrs. 
Brenton far from elated with her acquittal. 

" I would give everything I possess,'* she said, " to 
bring the culprit to justice." 

After a talk on that momentous question, and when 
George Stratton held her hand and said good-bye, she 
asked him — 

" When do you go to Chicago ? " 

" Madam," he said, *' I leave for Chicago the 
moment I find out who poisoned William Brenton." 

She answered sadly — 

" You may remain a long time in Cincinnati." 

" In some respects," said Stratton, "I Uke Cincin- 
nati better than Chicago." 

" You are the first Chicago man I ever heard say 
that," she replied. 

" Ah, that was because they did not know Cincin- 
nati as I do." 

" I suppose you must have seen a great deal of the 
town, but I must confess that from now on I should 
be very glad if I never saw Cincinnati again. I would 
like to consult with you," she continued, " about the 
best way of solving this mystery. I have been think- 
ing of engaging some of the best detectives I can get. 
I suppose New York would be the place." 

"No ; Chicago," answered the young man. 

" Well, then, that is what I wanted to see you about. 
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I would like to get the very best detectives that ean 
be had. Don't you think that, if they were promised 
ample reward, and paid well during the time they were 
working on the case, we might discover the key to 
this mystery ? " 

" I do not think much of our detective system," 
answered Stratton, '^ although I suppose there is 
something in it, and sometimes they manage in spite 
of themselves to stumble on the solution of a crime. 
Still, I shall be very glad indeed to give you what 
advice I can on the subject. I may say I have con- 
stituted myself a special detective in this case, and 
that I hope to have the honour of solving the 
problem." 

"You are very good, indeed," she answered, " and 
I must ask you to let me bear tha expense." 

" Oh, the paper will do that. I won't be out of 
pocket at all," said Stratton. 

" Well, I hardly know how to put it ; but, whether 
you are successful or not, I feel very grateful to 
you, and I hope you will not be offended at what 
I am going to say. Now, promise me that you 
won't ? " 

" I shall not be offended," he answered. " It is a 
little difficult to offend a Chicago newspaper man, 
you know." 

" Now, you mustn't say anything against the news- 
paper men, for, in spite of the hard things that some 
of them have said about me, I like them." 

." Individually or collectively ? " 

" I am afraid I must say individually. You said 
you wouldn't be offended, so after your search is over 
you must let me . The labourer is worthy of his 
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hire, or I should say, his reward — ^you know what I 
mean. I presume that a young man who earns 
his living on the daily press is not necessarily 
wealthy." 

** Why, Mrs. Brenton, what strange ideas you have 
of the world ! We newspaper men work at the busi- 
ness merely because we like it. It isn't at all for the 
money that's in it." 

" Then you are not offended at what I have said ? " 
*' Oh, not in the least. I may say, however, that I 
look for a higher reward than money if I am success- 
ful in this search." 

"Yes, I am sure you do," answered the lady, 
innocently. ** If you succeed in this, you will be very 
famous." 

*' Exactly; it's fame I'm after," said Stratton, 
shaking her hand once more, and taking his leave. 

When he reached his hotel, he found the Chicago 
detective waiting for him. 

" Well,, old man,'* he said, ** anything new ? " 
" Yes, sir. Something very new." 
** What have you found out ? " 
"Everything." 
" Very well, let me have it " 
" I found out that this man bought, on December 
10th, thirty grains of morphia. He had this mor- 
phia put up in five-grain capsules. He bought this 
at the drug store on the corner of Blank Street and 
Nemo Avenue." 

" Good gracious ! " answered Stratton. " Then to 
get morphia he must have had a physician's certifi- 
cate. Did you find who the physician was that signed 
the certificate ? " 



. * «• 






FBOM WBOBE BOVBNE. 99 

" My dear bit," said the Chicago man, " this person 
is himself a physician, anless I am very much mis- 
taken. "I was told that this was the portrait of 
Stephen Boland. Am I right ? " ' 

*' That ia the name." 

" Well, then, he is a doctor himself. Not doing a 
very large practice, it is true, but he is a physician. 
Did you not know that ? " 



*' Here'* ffie detailed report." 

" No," said Stratton ; " how stapid I am ! I never 
thought of asking the man's occupation." 

" Very well, if that is what you wanted to know, 
here's the detailed report of my investigation." 

When the man left, Stratton rubbed his hands. 

"Now, iir. Stephen Eoland, I have you," he 
said. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

Afteb receiving this information, Stratton sat alone 
in his room and thought deeply over his plans. He 
did not wish to make a false step, yet there was 
hardly enough in the evidence he had secured to 
warrant his giving Stephen Eoland up to the police. 
Besides this, it would put the suspected man at once 
on his guard, and there was no question but that 
gentleman had taken every precaution to prevent 
discovery. After deliberating for a long while, he 
thought that perhaps the best thing he could do was 
to endeavour to take Eoland by surprise. Meanwhile, 
before the meditating man stood Brenton and Speed, 
and between them there was a serious disagreement 
of opinion. 

« m « « « « 

" I tell you what it is,*' said Speed, " there is no 
use in our interfering with Stratton. He is on the 
wrong track, but, nevertheless, all the influence we 
can use on him in his present frame of mind will 
merely do what it did before — it will muddle the 
man up. Now, I propose that we leave him severely 
alone. Let him find out his mistake. He will find 
it out in some way or oth^, and then he will be in 
a condition of mind to turn to the case of Jane 
Morton.'* 

**But don't you see," argued Brenton, "that all 
the time spent on his present investigation is so 
much time lost ? I will agree to leave him alone, as 
you say, but let us get somebody else on the Morton 
case." 
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'*I don't want to do that," said Speed; *' because 
George Stratton has taken a great deal of interest 
in this search. He has done a great deal now, and 
I think we should be grateful to him for it." 

"Grateful!" growled Brenton; '*he has done it 
from the most purely selfish motives that a man can 
act upon. He has done it entirely for his paper — for 
newspaper fame. He has done it for money." 

*' Now," said Speed, hotly, " you must not talk like 
that of Stratton to ine. I won't say what I think 
of that kind of language coming from you, but you 
can see how seriously we interfered with his work 
before, and how it nearly resulted in his departure for 
Chicago. I propose now that we leave him alone:" 

*' Leave him alone, then, for any sake," replied 
Brenton ; *' I am sure I build nothing on what he 
can do anyway." 

" All right, then," returned Speed, recovering his 
good nature. " Now, although I am not willing to 
put any one else on the track of Miss Jane Morton, 
yet I will tell you what I am willing to do. If you 
like, we will go to her residence, and influence her 
to confess her crime. I believe that can be done." 

" Very well ; I want you to understand that I am 
perfectly reasonable about the matter. All I want is 
not to lose any more time." 

" Time ?" cried Speed ; '* why, we have got all the 
time there is. Mrs. Brenton is acquitted. There is 
no more danger." 

" That is perfectly true, I admit ; but still you can 
see the grief under which she labours, because her 
name is not yet cleared from the odium of the crime. 
You will excuse me. Speed, if I say that you seem to 
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be working more in the interests of, Stratton's jour- 
nalistic success than in the interests of Mrs. Bren- 
ton's good name." 

"Well, we won't talk about that," said Speed; 
'* Stratton is amply able to take care of himself, as 
you will doubtless see. Now, what do you say to 
our trying whether or not we can influence Jane 
Morton to do what she ought to do, and confess her 
crime ?" 

" It is not a very promising task," replied Brenton ; 
"it is hard to get a person to say words that may 
lead to the gallows." 

"Tm not so sure about that," said Speed; "you 
know the trouble of mind she is in* I think it more 
than probable that, after the terror of the last few 
weeks, it will be a relief for her to give herself up." 

" Very well ; let us go.'* 

The two men shortly afterwards found themselves in 
the scantily furnished room occupied by Jane Morton. 
That poor woman was rocking herself to and fro 
and moaning over her trouble. Then she suddenly 
stopped rocking, and looked around the room with 
vague apprehension in her eyes. She rose and 
examined the bolts of the door, and, seeing everything 
was secure, sat down again. 

" I shall never have any peace in this world again," 
she cried to herself. 

She rocked back and forth silently for a few 
moments. 

" I wish,'* she said, " the police would find out all 
about it, and then this agony of mind would end." 

Again she rocked back and forth, with her bands 
helplessly in her lap. 
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"Oh, I cannot do it, / cannot do it.!'' she sobbed, 
still rocking to and fro. Finally she started to her' 
feet. 

"I will do it," she cried; '* I will confess to Mrs.. 
Brenton herself. I will tell her everything. She 
has gone through trouble herself, and may have 
mercy on me." 

*' There, you see," said Speed to Brenton, '* we 
have overcome the difl&culty, after all." 

"It certainly looks like it," replied Brenton. 
" Don't you think, however, that we had better stay 
with her until she does confess ? May she not change 
her mind ? " 

" Don't let us overdo the thing," suggested Speed* 
" if she doesn't come to time, we can easily have 
another interview with her. The woman's mind is 
made up. She is in torment, and will be until she 
confesses her crime. Let us go and leave her 

alone." 

George Stratton was not slow to act when he had 
once made up his mind. He pinned to the breast of 
his vest a little shield, on which was the word "de- 
tective." This he had often found useful, in a way 
that is not at all sanctioned by the law, in ferreting 
out crime in Chicago. As soon as it was evening he 
paced up and down in front of Eoland's house, and 
on the opposite side of the road. There was a light 
in the doctor's study, and he thought that perhaps 
the best way to proceed was to go boldly into the house 
and put his scheme into operation. However, as he 
meditated on this, the light was turned low, and in a 
few moments the door opened. The doctor came 
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down the steps, and out on the pavement, walking 
briskly along the street. The reporter followed him on 
the other side of the thoroughfare. Whether to do it 
in the dark or in the light, was the question that 
troubled Stratton. If he did it in the dark, he would 
miss the expression on the face of the surprised man. 
If he did it in the light, the doctor might recognize 
him as the Chicago reporter, and would know at once 
that he was no detective. Still, he felt that if there 
was anything in his scheme at all, it was surprise ; 
and he remembered the quick gasp of the lawyer 
Brown when he told him he knew what his defence 
was. He must be able to note the expression of the 
man who was guilty of the terrible crime. 

Having made up his mind to this, he stepped 
smartly after the doctor, and, when the latter came 
under a lamp-post, placed his hand suddenly on 
his shoulder, and exclaimed — 

"Doctor Stephen Roland, I arrest you for the 
murder of William Brenton ! " 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

Stephen Roland turned quickly around and shook 
the hand from his shoulder. It was evident that he 
recognized Stratton instantly. 

" Is this a Chicago joke ? " asked the doctor. 

" If it is, Mr. Roland, I think you will find it a very 
serious one.*' 

" Aren't you afraid that you may find it a serious 
one ? " 
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" I don't see why I should have any fears in the 
premises," answered the newspaper man. 

"My dear sir, do you not realize that I could 
knock you down or shoot you dead for what you have 
done, and he perfectly justified in doing so ? " 

" If you either knock or shoot," replied the other, 
" you will have to do it very quickly, for, in the 
language of the wild and woolly West, I've got the 
drop on you. In my coat pocket is a cocked revolver 
with my forefinger on the trigger. If you make a 
hostile move I can let daylight through you so quickly 
that you won't know what has struck you." 

'* Electric light, I think you mean," answered the 
doctor, quietly. ** Even a Chicago man might find 
it difficult to let daylight through a person at this 
time in the evening. Now, this sort of thing may be 
Chicago manners, but I assure you it will not go 
down here in Cincinnati. You have rendered yourself 
liable to the law if I cared to make a point of it, but 
I do not. Come back with me to my study. I would 
like to talk with you." 

Stratton began to feel vaguely that he had made a 
fool of himself. His scheme had utterly failed. 
The doctor was a great deal cooler and more collected 
than he was. Nevertheless, he had a deep distrust 
of the gentleman, and he kept his revolver handy 
for fear the other would make a dash to escape 
him. They walked back without saying a word to 
each other until they came to the doctor's office. 
Into the house they entered, and the doctor bolted 
the door behind them. Stratton suspected that very 
likely he was walking into a trap, but he thought he 
would be equal to any emergency that might arise. 
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The doctor walked into the study, and again locked 
the door of that. Pulling down the blinds, he turned 
up the gas to its full force and satt down by a table, 
motioning the newspaper man to a seat on the other 
side. 

" Now,*' he said calmly to Stratton, " the reason I 
did not resent your unwarrantable insult is this : You ' 
are conscientiously trying to get at the root of this 
mystery. So am I. Your reason is that you wish to 
score a victory for your paper. My motive is entirely 
different, but our object is exactly the same. Now, 
by some strange combination of circumstances you 
have come to the conclusion that I commit-ted the 
crime. Am I right ? " 

" You are perfectly correct, doctor," replied Stratton. 

"Very well, then. Now, I assure you that I am 
entirely innocent. Of course, I appreciate the fact 
that this assurance will not in the slightest degree 
aflfect your opinion, but I am interested in knowing 
why you came to your conclusion, and perhaps by 
putting our heads together, even if I dislike you and 
you hate me, we may see some light on this matter 
that has hitherto been hidden. I presume you have 
no objection at all to co-operate with me ? " 

" None in the least," was the reply. 

" Very well, then. Now, don't mind my feelings at 
all, but tell me exactly why you have suspected me 
of being a murderer." 

" Well," answered Stratton, "in the first place we 
must look for a motive. It seems to me that you 
have a motive for the crime." 

"And might I ask what that motive is, or 
was ? " 
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" You will admit that you disliked Brenton ? *' 

**I will admit that, yes.'^ 

''Very well. You will admit also that you were — 
well, how shall I put it ? — let us say, interested in his 
wife before her marriage ? '* 

''I will admit that; yes.'* 

" You, perhaps, will admit that you are interested 
in her now ? '* 

** I do not see any necessity for admitting that ; but 
still, for the purpose of getting along with the case, I 
will admit it. Go on." 

"Very good. Here is a motive for the crime, 
and a very strong one. First, we will presume that 
you are in love with the wife of the man who is 
murdered. Secondly, supposing that you are mer- 
cenary, quite a considerable amount of money will 
come to you in case you marry Brenton's widow. 
Next, some one at that table poisoned him. It was 
not Mrs. Brenton, who poured out the cup of coffee. 
The cup of coffee was placed before Brenton, and my 
opinion is that, until it was placed there, there was 
no poison in that cup. The doomed man was en- 
tirely unsuspicious, and therefore it was very easy for 
a person to slip enough poison in that cup unseen by 
anybody at that table, so that when he drank his 
coffee nothing could have saved him. He rose from 
the table feeling badly, and he went to his room and 
died. Now, who could have placed that poison in his 
cup of coffee ? It must have been one of the two that 
sat at his right and left hand. A young lady sat at 
his right hand. She certainly did not commit the 
crime. You, Stephen Eoland, sat at his left hand. 
Do you deny any of the facts I have recited ? " 
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" That is a very ingenious chain of circumstantial 
evidence. Of course, you do not think it strong 
enough to convict a man of such a serious crime as 
murder?'' 

** No ; I quite realize the weakness of the case up to 
this point. But there is more to follow. Fourteen 
days before that dinner you purchased at the drug 
store on the corner of Blank Street and Nemo Avenue 
thirty grains of morphia. You had the poison put up 
in capsules of five grains each. What do you say to 
that bit of evidence added to the circumstantial chain 
which you say is ingenious ? " 

The doctor knit his brows and leaned back in 
his chair. 

*'By the gods ! '' he said, "you are right. I did 
buy that morphia. I remember it now. I don't 
mind telling you that I had a number of experiments 
on hand, ^s every doctor has, and I had those capsules 
put up at the drug store, but this tragedy coming on 
made me forget all about the matter." 

'* Did you take the morphia with you, doctor ? " 

"No, I did not. And the box of capsules, I do 
not think, has been opened. But that is easily 
ascertained." 

The doctor rose, went to his cabinet, and unlocked 
it. From a number of packages he selected a small 
one, and brought it to the desk, placing it before the 
reporter. 

"There is the package. That contains, as you 
say, thirty grains of morphia in half a dozen five- 
grain capsules. You see that it is sealed just as it 
left the drug store. Now, open it and look for your- 
self. Here are scales; if you want to see whether 
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a single grain is missing or not, find out for 
yourself." 

*' Perhaps," said the newspaper man, " we had 
better leave this investigation for the proper 
authorities." 

*' Then you still believe that I am the murderer of 
William Brenton ? " 

*' Yes, I still believe that." 

''Very well ; you may do as you please. I think, 
however, in justice to myself, you should stay right 
here, and see that this box is not tampered with 
until the proper authorities, as you say, come." 

Then, placing his hand on the bell, he continued — 

'* Whom shall I send for ? An ordinary police- 
man, or some one from the central office ? But, now 
that I think of it, here is a telephone. We can have 
any one brought here that you wish. I prefer that 
neither you nor I leave this room until that 
functionary has appeared. Name the authority you 
want brought here,*' said the doctor, going to the 
telephone, ''and I will have him here if he is in 
town." 

The newspaper man was nonplussed. The doctor's 
actions did not seem like those of a guilty man. If 
he were guilty he certainly had more nerve than any 
person Stratton had ever met. So he hesitated. 
Then he said — 

" Sit down a moment, doctor, and let us talk this 
thing over." 

" Just as you say," remarked Eoland, drawing up 
his chair again. 

Stratton took the package, and looked it over care- 
fully. It was certainly just in the condition in which 
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it had left the drug store ; ' but still, that could have 
been easily done by the doctor himself. 

" Suppose we open this package ? '* he said to 
Boland. 

** With all my heart," said the doctor, ** go ahead ; " 
and he shoved over to him a little penknife that was 
on the table. 

The reporter took the package, ran the knife 
around the edge, and opened it. There lay six 
capsules^ filled, as the doctor had said. Eoland picked 
up one of them, and looked at it critically. 

"I assure you,*' he said, *' although I am quite 
aware you do not believe a word I say, that I have 
not seen those capsules before.** 

He drew towards him a piece of paper, opened the 
capsule, and let the white powder fall on the paper. 
He looked critically at the powder, and a shade of 
.astonishment came over his face. He picked up the 
penknife, took a particle on the tip of it, and touched 
it with his tongue. 

**Don*t fool with that thing! " said Stratton. 

*' Oh, my dear fellow,** he said, ''morphia is not 
a poison in small quantities.'* 

The moment he had tasted it, however, he sud- 
denly picked up the paper, put the five grains on his 
tongue, and swallowed them. 

Instantly the reporter sprang to his feet. He saw 
at once the reason for all the assumed coolness. The 
doctor was merely gaining time in order to commit 
suicide. 

*' What have you done ? " cried the reporter. 

**Done, my dear fellow? nothing very much. 
This is not morphia; it is sulphate of quinine.** 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 

In the morning Jane Morton prepared to meet Mrs. 
Brenton, and make her confession. She called at 
the Brenton residence, but found it closed, as it had 
been ever since the tragedy of Christmas morning. 
It took her some time to discover the whereabouts 
of Mrs. Brenton, who, since the murder, had resided 
with a friend except while imder arrest 

For a moment Mrs. Brenton did not recognize the 
thin and pale woman who stood before her in a state 
of such extreme nervous agitation, that it seemed as 
if at any moment she might break down and cry. 

"I don't suppose you'll remember me, ma'am," 
began the girl, '*but I worked for you two weeks 
before — before " 

" Oh yes," said Mrs. Brenton, *' I remember you 
now. Have you been ill ? You look quite worn and 
pale, and very different from what you did the last 
time I saw you." 

**Yes," said the girl, "I believe I have been 
ill." 

" You believe; aren't you sure ? " 

** I have been very ill in mind, and troubled, and 
that is the reason I look so badly. Oh, Mrs. 
Brenton, I wanted to tell you of something that has 
been weighing on my mind ever since that awful day ! 
I know you can never forgive me, but I must tell it 
to you, or I shall go crazy." 

** Sit down, sit down," said the lady, kindly; "you 
know what trouble I have been in myself. I am sure 
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that I am more able to sympathize now with one 
who is in trouble than ever I was before." 

"Yes, ma'am; but you were innocent, and I am 
guilty. That makes all the difference in the world." 

'' Guilty !" cried Mrs. Brenton, a strange fear 
coming over her as she stared at the girl ; " guilty of 
whatr' 

' *^ Oh, madam, let me tell you all about it. There 
is, of course, no excuse ; but 1*11 begin at the begin- 
ning. You remember a while before Christmas that 
John came to see me one night, and we sat up very 
late in the kitchen, and your husband came down 
quietly, and when we heard him coming we put out 
the light, and just as John was trying to get away, 
your- husband shot twice at him, and hit him the 
second time ? " 

" Oh yes," said Mrs. Brenton, " I remember that 
very well. I had forgotten about it in my own 
trouble ; but I know that my husband intended to do 
something for the young man. I hope he was not 
seriouslyhurt?'* 

" No, ma'am ; he is able to be about again now as 
well as ever ^. and is not even lame, which we expected 
he would be. But at the time I thought he was 
going to be lame all the rest of his life, and perhaps 
that is the reason I did what I did. When every- 
thing was in confusion in the house, and it was 
certain that we would all have to leave, I did a very 
wicked thing. I went to your room, and I stole some 
of your rings, and some money that was there, as 
well as a lot of other things that were in the room. 
It seemed to me then, although, of course, I know 
now how wicked it was, that you owed John some- 
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thing for what he had gone through, and I thought 
that he was to be lame, and that you would never 
miss the things ; but, oh ! madam, I have not slept 
a night since I took them. I have been afraid of the 
police and afraid of being found out. I have pawned 
nothing, and they are all just as I took them, and I 
have brought them back here to you, with every 
penny of the money. I know you can never forgive 
me, but I am willing now to be given up to the 
police, and I feel better in my mind than I have done 
ever since I took the things.'* 

" My poor child ! " said Mrs. Brenton, sympa- 
thetically, *' was that alU *' 

"All?** cried the girl. "Yes, I have brought 
everything back.*' 

"Oh, I don't mean that, but I am sorry you have 
been worried over anything so trivial. I can see 
how at such a time, and feeling that you had been 
wronged, a temptation to take the things came to 
you. But I hope you will not trouble any more 
about the matter. I will see that John is compen- 
sated for all the injury he received, as far as it is 
possible for money to compensate him. I hope 
you will keep the money. The other things, of 
course, I shall take back, and I am glad you came 
to tell me of it before telling any one else. I 
think, perhaps, it is better never to say anything 
to anybody about this. People might not under- 
stand just what temptation you were put to, and 
they would not know the circumstances of the case, 
because nobody knows, I think, that John was 
hurt. Now, my dear girl, do not cry. It is all right. 
Of course you never will touch anything again that 
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doeis not belong to you, and the suffering you have 
gone throtrgh has more than made up for all the 
wrong you have done. I am sure that I forgive you 
quite freely for it, and I think it was very noble of 
you to come and tell me about it/' 

Mrs. Brenton took the package from the hands of 
the weeping girl, and opened it. She found every- 
thing there, as the girl had said. She took the money 
and offered it to Jane Morton. The girl shook her 
head. 

'* No," she cried, " I cannot touch it. I cannot, 
indeed. It has been enough misery to me already.*' 

"Very well," said Mrs. Brenton. "I would like 
very much to see John. Will you bring him to 
me?" 

The girl looked at her with startled eyes. 

" You will not tell him ? " she said. 

" No indeed, I shall tell him nothing. But I want 
to do what I can for him, as I said. I suppose you 
are engaged to be married ? " 

*' Yes," answered the girl ; " but if he knew of this 
he never, never would marry me." 

*' If he did not," said Mrs. Brenton, ** he would not 
be worthy of you. But he shall know nothing about 
it. You will promise to come here and see me with 
him, will you not ? " 

" Yes, madam," said the girl. 

** Then good-bye, until I see you again." 

Mrs. Brenton sat for a long time thinking over this 
confession. It took her some time to recover her 
usual self-possession, because for a moment she had 
thought the girl was going to confess that 'she com- 
mitted murder. In comparison with that aiwful 
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crime, the theft seemed so trivial that Mrs. Brenton 

almost smiled when she thought of the girl's distress. 

« • « . • . • • 

'* Well," said John Speed to Mr. Brenton, ''if that 
doesn't beat the Old Harry. Now I, for one, am 
very glad of it, if we come to the real truth of the 
matter." 

'* I am glad also," said Brenton, " that the girl is 
not guilty, although I must say things looked decidedly 
against her." 

*' I will tell you why I am glad," said Speed. " I 
am glad because it will take some of the superfluous 
conceit out of that French detective Lecocq. He was 
so awfully sure of himself. . He couldn't possibly be 
mistaken. Now, think of the mistakes that man 
must have made while he was on earth, and had the 
power which was given into his hands in Paris. After 
all, Stratton is on the right track, and he will yet 
land your friend Boland in prison. Let us go and 
find Lecocq. This is too good to keep." 

** My dear sir," said Brenton, ''you seem to be 
more elated because of your friend Stratton than for 
any other reason. Don't you want the matter 
ferreted out at all ? " 

*' Why, certainly I do; but I don't want it ferreted 
out by bringing an innocent person into trouble." 

^'And may not Stephen Boland be an innocent 
person ? " 

" Oh, I suppose so ; but I do not think he is." 

" Why do you not think so ? " 

" Well, if you want the real reason, simply because 
George Stratton thinks he isn't. I pin my faith to 
Stratton." 
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** I think you overrate your friend Stratton." 
" Overrate him, sir ? That is impossible. I love 
him so well that I hope he will solve this mystery 
himself, unaided and alone, and that in going back to 
Chicago he will be smashed to pieces in a railway 
accident, so that we can have him here to congratu- 
late him-" 



CHAPTER XV. 

** I SUPPOSE," said Roland, *' you thought for a moment 
I was trying to commit suicide. I think, Mr. Stratton, 
you will have a better opinion of me by-and-by. I 
shouldn't be at all surprised if you imagined I induced 
you to come in here to get you into a trap." 

" You are perfectly correct," said Stratton ; " and 
I may say, although that was my belief, I was not 
in the least afraid of you, for I had you covered all 
the time." 

** Well," remarked Roland, carelessly, " I don't 
want to interfere with your business at all, but I wish 
you wouldn't cover me quite so much ; that revolver 
of yours might go off." 

" Do you mean to say," said Stratton, " that there 
is nothing but quinine in those capsules ? " 

" ril tell you in a moment," as he opened them 
one by one. *' No, there is nothing but quinine here. 
Thirty grains put up in five-grain capsules." 

George Stratton's eyes began to open. Then he 
slowly rose, and looked with horrified face at the 
doctor. 



Il8 FROM WHOSE BOURNE. 

*' My God ! " he cried ; " who got the thirty grains 
of morphia?" 

** What do you mean ? " asked the doctor. 

** Mean ? Why, don't you see it ? It is a chemist's 
mistake. Thirty grains of quinine have been sent 
you. Thirty grains of morphia have been sent to 
somebody else. Was it to William Brenton ? ** 

** By Jove!*' said the doctor, '* there's something 
in that. Say, let us go to the drug store." 

The two went out together, and walked to the drug 
store on the comer of Blank Street and Nemo Avenue. 

" Do you know this writing? " said Doctor Eoland 
to the druggist, pointing to the label on the box. 

** Yes," answered the druggist ; *' that was written 
by one of my assistants." 

*' Can we see him for a few moments ? " 

" I don't know where he is to be found. He is 
a worthless fellow, and has gone to the devil this last 
few weeks with a rapidity that is something startling." 

" When did he leave ? " 

*' Well, he got drunk and stayed drunk during the 
holidays, and I had to discharge him. He was a very 
valuable man when he was sober ; but he began to 
be so erratic in his habits that I was afraid he would 
make a ghastly mistake some time, so I discharged 
him before it was too late." 

'* Are you sure you discharged him before it was 
too late." 

The druggist looked at the doctor, whom he knew 
well, and said, **I never heard of any mistake, if he 
did make it." 

" You keep a book, of course, of all the prescriptions 
sent out ? " 
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'' Certainly." 

" May we look at that book ? " 

*'I shall be very glad to show it to you. What 
month or week?'* 

'*I want to see what time you sent this box of 
morphia to me.** 

*' You don't know about what time it was, do you ? " 

" Yes ; it must have been about two weeks before 
Christmas.*' 

The chemist looked over the pages of the book, 
and finally said, " Here it is.'* 

" Will you let me look at that page ? '* 

" Certainly." 

The doctor ran his finger down the column, and 
came to an entry written in the same hand. 

"Look here," he said to Stratton, ''thirty grains 
of quinine sent to William Brenton, and next to it 
thirty grains of morphia sent to Stephen Eoland. I 
see how it was. Those prescriptions were mixed up. 
My package went to poor Brenton." 

The druggist turned pale. 

" I hope," he said, " nothing public will come of 
this." 

*'My dear sir," said Eoland, "something public 
will have to come of it. You will oblige me by ring- 
ing up the central police station, as this book must 
be given in charge of the authorities." 

" Look here," put in Stratton, his newspaper in- 
stinct coming uppermost, " I want to get this thing 
exclusively for the Argus.^* 

" Oh, I guess there will be no trouble about that. 
Nothing will be made public until to-morrow, and 
you can telegraph to-night if we find the box of 
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capsules in Brenton's residence. We must take an 
officer with us for that purpose, but you can caution 
or bribe him to keep quiet until to-morrow." 

When the three went to William Brenton's resi- 
dence they began a search of the room in which 
Brenton had died, but nothing was found. In the 
closet of the room hung the clothes of Brenton, and 
going through them Stratton found in the vest pocket 
of one of the suits a small box containing what was 
described as five-grain capsules of sulphate of quinine. 
The doctor tore one of these capsules apart, so as 
to see what was in it. Without a moment's hesita- 
tion he said — 

"There you are! That is the morphia. There 
were six capsules in this box, and one of them is 
missing. William Brenton poisoned himself ! Feel- 
ing ill, he doubtless took what he thought was a dose 
of quinine. Many men indulge in what we call the 
quinine habit. It is getting to be a mild form of 
tippling. Brenton committed unconscious suicide ! " 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A GROUP of men, who were really alive, but invisible to 
the searchers, stood in the room where the discovery 
was made. Two of the number were evidently angry, 
one in one way and one in another. The rest of the 
group appeared to be very merry. One angry man 
was Brenton himself, who was sullenly enraged. 
The other was the Frenchman, Lecocq, who was as 
deeply angered as Brenton, but, instead of being 
sullen, was exceedingly voluble. 

*' I tell you," he cried, "it is not a mistake of 
mine. I went on correct principles from the first. 
I was misled by one who should have known better. 
You will remember, gentlemen," he continued, turn- 
ing first to one and then the other, "that what I 
said was this — we had certain facts to go on. One of 
those facts I got from Mr. Brenton. I said to him in 
your presence, ' Did you poison yourself ? ' He 
answered me, as I can prove by all of you, * No, I did 
not.' I took that for a fact. I thought I was speak- 
ing to a reasonable man who knew what he was 
talking about." 

" Haven't I told you time and again," answered 
Brenton, indignantly, " that it was a mistake? You 
asked me if I poisoned myself. I answered you that 
I did not. Your question related to suicide. I did 
not commit suicide. I was the victim of a druggist's 
mistake. If you had asked me if I had taken 
medicine before I went to bed, I should have told you 
frankly, * Yes. I took one capsule of quinine.' It 
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has been my habit for years, when I feel badly. I 
thought nothing of that." 

" My dear sir,*' said Lecocq, " I warned you, and 
I warned these gentlemen, that the very things that 
seem trivial to a thoughtless person are the things 
that sometimes count. You should have told me 
everything. If you took anything at all, you should 
have said so. If you had said to me, 'Monsieur 
Lecocq, before I retired I took five grains of quinine,' 
I should have at once said, ' Find where that quinine 
is, and see if it is quinine, and see if there has not 
been a mistake.' I was entirely misled ; I was 
stupidly misled." 

" Well, if there was stupidity," returned Brenton, 
" it was your own." 

" Come, come, gentlemen," laughed Speed, '' all's 
well that ends well. Everybody has been mistaken, 
that's all about it. The best detective minds of 
Europe and America, of the world, and of the spirit- 
land, have been misled. You are all wrong. Admit 
it, and let it end." 

" My dear sir,'* said Lecocq, " I shall not admit 
"anything. I was not wrong ; I was misled. It was 
this way " 

*'0h, now, for goodness* sake don't go over it all 
again. We understand the circumstances well 
enough." 

" I tell you," cried Brenton, in an angry tone, 
'' that 

" Come, come," said Speed, " we have had enough 
of this discussion. I tell you that you are all wrong, 
every one of you. Come with me, Brenton, and we 
will leave this amusing crowd." 
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" I shall do nothing of the Mnd," answered Bren- 
ton, shortly. 

*' Oh, very well then, do as you please. I am glad 
the thing is ended, and I am glad it is ended by my 
Chicago friend." 

*' Your Chicago friend ! " sneered Brenton, slight- 
ingly ; *' It was discovered by Doctor Stephen Ro- 
land." 

*'My dear fellow,'* said Speed, ''Stephen Eoland 
had all his time to discover the thing, and didn't 
do it, and never would have done it, if George Strat- 
ton hadn't encountered him. Well, good-bye, gentle- 
men ; I am sorry to say that I have had quite 
enough of this discussion. But one thing looms up 
above it all, and that is that Chicago is ahead of the 
world in everything — in detection as well as in fires." 

"My dear sir," cried Lococq, ''it is not true. I 
will show you in a moment " 

" You won't show me*' said Speed, and he straight- 
way disappeared. 

" Come, Ferris," said Brenton, " after all, you are 
the only friend I seem to have ; come with me." 

" Where are you going ? " asked Ferris, as they left. 

" I want to see how my wife takes the news." 

"Don't," said Mr. Ferris — "don't do anything 
of the kind. Leave matters just where they are. 
Everything has turned out what you would call all 
right. You see that your interference, as far as it 
went, was perfectly futile and useless. I want now 
to draw your attention to other things." 

"Very well, I will listen to you," said Brenton, "if 
you come with me and see how my wife takes the 
news. I want to enjoy for even a moment or two her 
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relief and pleasure at finding that her good name 
is clear." 

" Very well," assented Ferris, '* I will go with yon." 

When they arrived they found the Chicago reporter 
ahead of them. He had evidently told Mrs. Frenton 
all the news, and her face flushed with eager pleasure 
as she listened to the recital. 

"Now," said the Chicago man, "I am going to 
leave Cincinnati. Are you sorry I am going ? " 

" No," said Mrs. Brenton, looking him in the face, 
*'I am not sorry." 

Stratton flushed at this, and then said, taking his 
hat in his hand, '* Very well, madam, I shall bid you 
good day." 

"I am not sorry," said Mrs. Brenton, holding out 
her hand, " because I am going to leave Cincinnati 
myself, and I hope never to see the city again. So if 
you stayed here, you see, I should never meet you 
again, Mr. Stratton." 

" Alice,'* cried Stratton, impulsively grasping her 
hand in both of his, "don't you think you would 
like Chicago as a place of residence ? " 
. "George," she answered, "I do not know. I am 
going to Europe, and shall be there for a year or 
two." 

Then he said eagerly — 

" When you return, or if I go over there to see you 
after a year or two, may I ask you that question 
again?" . 

" Yes," was the whispered answer. 

♦ * * » « * ' 

" Come," said Brenton to Ferris, "let us go.' 
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CHAPTER I. 

John Trenton, artist, put the finishmg touches to the 
letter he was writing, and then read it over to himself. 
It ran as follows : — 



And then read it over to himtaif. 
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''My dear Ed., 

" I sail for England on the 27th. But before 
I leave I want to have another look at the Shawenegan 
Falls. Their roar has been in my ears ever since 
I left there. That tremendous hillside of foam is 
before my eyes night and day. The sketches I took 
are not at all satisfactory, so this time I will bring my 
camera with me, and try to get some snapshots at 
the falls « 

'' Now, what I ask is this. I want you to hold that 
canoe for me against all comers for Tuesday. Also, 
those two expert half-breeds. Tell them I am coming, 
and that there is money in it if they take me up and 
back as safely as they did before. I don't suppose 
there will be much demand for the canoe on that 
day ; in fact, it astonishes me that Americans, who 
appreciate the good things of our country better than 
we do ourselves, practically know nothing of this 
superb cataract right at their own doors. I suppose 
your new canoe is not finished yet, and as the others 
are up in the woods I write so that you will keep this 
particular craft for me. I do not wish to take any 
risks, as I leave so soon. Please drop me a note to 
this hotel at Quebec, and I will meet you in Le Gres 
on Tuesday morning at daybreak. 

** Your friend, 

"John Trenton." 

Mason was a millionaire and a lumber king, but 
every one called him Ed. He owned baronial estates 
in the pine woods, and saw-mills without number. 
Trenton had brought a letter of introduction to him 
from a mutual friend in Quebec, who had urged the 
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artist to visit the Shawenegan Falls. He heard the 
Englishman inquire about the cataract, and told him 
that he knew the man who would give him every 
facility for reaching the falls, Trenton's acquaint- 
ance with Mason was about a fortnight old, but 
already they were the firmest of friends. Any one 
who appreciated the Shawenegan Falls found a ready 
path to the heart of the big lumberman. It was 
almost impossible to reach the falls without the 
assistance of Mr. Mason. However, he was no 
monopolist. Any person wishing to visit the cataract 
got a canoe from the lumber king free of all cost, 
except a tip to the two boatmen who acted as guides 
and watermen. The artist had not long to wait for 
his answer. It was — 

" My dear John, 

^' The canoe is yours ; the boatmen are 
yours; and the Shawenegan is yours for Tuesday. 
Also, 

" I am yours, 

"E.Mason.'' 

On Monday evening John Trenton stepped off the 
C.P.E. train at Three Kivers. With a roughing-it 
suit on, and his camera slung over his shoulders, no 
one would have taken him for the successful landscape, 
artist who on Piccadilly was somewhat particular 
about his attire. 

John Trenton was not yet E.A., nor even A.B.A., 
but all his friends would tell you that, if the Koyal 
Academy was not governed by a clique, he would have 
been admitted long ago, and that anyhow it was only 
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a question of time. In fact, John admitted this to 
himself, but to no one else. 

He entered the ramshackle 'bus, and was driven 
a long distance through very sandy streets to the 
hotel on the St. Lawrence, and, securing a room, 
made arrangements to be called before daybreak. 
He engaged the same driver who had taken him out 
to **The Grays," as it was locally called, on the 
occasion of his former visit. 

The morning was cold and dark. Trenton found 
the buckboard at the door, and he put his camera 
under the one seat — a kind of a box for the holding of 
bits of harness and other odds and ends. As he 
buttoned up his overcoat he noticed that a great 
white steamer had come in the night, and was tied up 
in front of the hotel. 

*'The Montreal boat," explained the driver. 

As they drove along the silent streets of Three 
Rivers, Trenton called to mind how, on the former 
occasion, he thought the Lower Canada buckboard by 
all odds the most uncomfortable vehicle he had ever 
ridden in, and he felt that his present experience was 
going to corroborate this first impression. The seat 
was set in the centre, between the front and back 
wheels, on springy boards, and every time the con- 
veyance jolted over a log — a not unfrequent occurrence 
— the seat went down and the back bent forward, 
as if to throw him over on the heels of the patient 
horse. 

The road at first was long and straight and sandy, 
but during the latter part of the ride there were plenty 
of hills, up many of which a plank roadway ran ; 
so that loads which it would be impossible to take 
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through the deep sand, might be hauled up the steep 
incline. 

At first the houses they passed had a dark and 
deserted look ; then a light twinkled here and there. 
The early habitant was making his hre. As daylight 
began gradually to bring out the landscape, the sharp 
sound of the distant ase was heard. The early 
habitant was laying in his clay's supply of firewood. 



They drone along the $ite!U itreets. 

" Do you notice how the dawn slowly materializes 
the landscape ? " said the artist to the boy beside him. 

The boy saw nothing wonderful abont that. Day- 
light always did it. 

" Then it is not unusual in these parts ? You see, 
I am very seldom up at this hour." 

The boy wished that was his case. 
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"Does it not remind you of a photographer in 
a dark room carefully developing a landscape plate ? 
Not one of those rapid plates, you know, but a slow, 
deliberate plate/* 

No, it didn't remind him of anything of the kind. 
He had never seen either a slow or a rapid plate 
developed. 

" Then you have no prejudices as to which is the 
best developer, pyrogallic acid or ferrous oxalate, not 
to mention such recent decoctions as eikonogen, 
quinol, and others ? " 

No, the boy had none. 

" Well, that's what I like. I like a young man 
whose mind is open to conviction." 

The boy was not a conversational success. He 
evidently did not enter into the spirit of the artist's 
remarks. He said most people got off at that point 
and walked to warm up, and asked Trenton if he 
would not like to follow their example. 

" No, my boy," said the Englishman, '* I don't 
think I shall. You see, I have paid for this ride, and 
I want to get all I can out of it. I shall shiver here 
and try to get the worth of my money. But with you 
it is different. If you want to get down, do so. I 
will drive." 

The boy willingly handed over the reins, and sprang 
out on the road. Trenton, who was a boy himself 
that morning, at once whipped up the horse and 
dashed down the hill to get away from the driver. 
When a good half-mile had been worried out of the 
astonished animal, Trenton looked back to see the 
driver come panting after. The young man was 
calmly sitting on the back part of the buckboard, and 
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when the horse began to walk again^ the boy sUd off, and, 
without a smile on his face, trotted along at the side. 

" That fellow has evidently a quiet sense of humour, 
although he is so careful not to show it," said Trenton 
to himself. 

On reaching the hilltop, they caught a glimpse of 
the rim of the sun rising gloriously over the treetops 
on the other side of the St. Maurice Eiver. Trenton 
stopped the horse, and the boy looked up to see what 
was wrong. He could not imagine any one stopping 
merely to look at the sun. 

" Isn't that splendid ? ** cried Trenton, with a deep 
breath, as he watched the great globe slowly ascend 
into the sky. The distant branches of the trees were 
delicately etched against its glowing surface, and 
seemed to cling to it like tendrils, slipping further and 
further down as the sun leisurely disentangled itself, 
and at last stood in its incomparable grandeur full 
above the forest. 

The woods all around had on their marvellous 
autumn tints, and now the sun added a living lustre 
to them that made the landscape more brilliant than 
anything the artist had ever seen before. 

''Ye gods!" he cried enthusiastically, "that 
scene is worth coming from England to have one 
glimpse of." 

" See here," said the driver, '* if you want to catch 
Ed. Mason before he's gone to the woods you'll have 
to hurry up. It's getting late." 

" True, driver. You have brought me from the 
sun to the earth. Have you ever heard of the person 
who fell from the sun to the earth ? " 

No, he hadn't. 



132 ONE DATS COURTSHIP. 

''Well, that was before your time. You will never 
take such u tumble. I suppose they don't worship 
the sun in these parts ? ** 

No, they didn't. 

''When you come to think of it, that is very 
strange. Have you ever reflected that it is always in 
warm countries they worship the sun ? Now, I should 
think it ought to be just the other way about. Do 
you know that when I got on with you this morning I 
was eighty years old, every day of it. What do you 
think my age is now ? " 

" Eighty years, sir." 

" Not a bit of it. I'm eighteen. The sun did it. 
And yet they claim there is no fountain of youth. 
What fools people are, my boy ! " 

The young man looked at his fare slyly, and cor- 
dially agreed with him. 

"You certainly have a concealed sense of humour," 
said the artist. 

They wound down a deep cut in the hill, and got a 
view of the lumber village — their destination. The 
roar of the waters tumbling over the granite rocks — 
the rocks from which the village takes its name — 
came up the ravine. The broad river swept in a 
great semicircle to their right, and its dark waters 
were flecked with the foam of the small falls near the 
village, and the great cataract miles up the river. It 
promised to be a perfect autumn day. The sky, 
which had seemed to Trenton overcast when they 
started, was now one deep dome of blue without even 
the suggestion of a cloud. 

The buckboard drew up at the gate of the house in 
which Mr. Mason lived when he was in the lumber 
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village, although his home was at Three Eivers. The 
old Frenchwoman, Mason's housekeeper, opened the 
door for Trenton, and he remembered as he went in 
how the exquisite cleanliness of everything had im- 
pressed him during his former visit. She smiled as 
she recognized the genial Englishman. She had not 
forgotten his compliments in her own language on 
her housekeeping some months before, and perhaps 
she also remembered his liberality. Mr. Mason, she 
said, had gone to the river to see after the canoe, 
leaving word that he would return in a few minutes. 
Trenton, who knew the house, opened the door at 
his right, to enter the sitting-room and leave there 
his morning wraps, which the increasing warmth 
rendered no longer necessary. As he burst into the 
room in his impetuous way, he was taken aback to 
see standing at the window, looking out towards the 
river, a tall young woman. Without changing her 
position, she looked slowly around at the intruder. 
Trenton's first thought was a hasty wish that he 
were better dressed. His roughing-it costume, which 
up to that time had seemed so comfortable, • now 
appeared uncouth and out of place. He felt as if he 
had suddenly found himself in a London drawings 
room with a shooting-jacket on. But this sensation 
was quickly effaced by the look which the beauty gave 
him over her shoulder. Trenton, in all his experi- 
ence, had never encountered such a glance of in- 
dignant scorn. It was a look of resentment and 
contempt, with just a dash of feminine reproach in it. 
'* What have I done ? " thought the unhappy man ; 
then he stammered aloud, '* I — I — really — I beg your 
pardon. I thought the — ah — room was empty." 
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The imperions young woman made no reply. She 
turned to the window again, and Trenton backed out 
of the room as best he could. 

" Well ! " he said to himself, as he breathed with 
relief the outside air again, "that was the rudest 
thing I ever knew a lady to do. She is a lady, there 
is no doubt of that. There is nothing of the back- 
woods about her. But she might at least have 
answered me. What have I done, I wonder ? It must 
be something terrible and utterly unforgivable, what- 
ever it is. Great heavens ! *' he murmured, aghast at 
the thought, *' I hope that girl isn't going up to the 
Shawenegan Falls," 

Trenton was no ladies' man. The presence of 
women always disconcerted him, and made him feel 
awkward and boorish. He had been too much of a 
student in higher art to acquire the smaller art of 
the drawing-room. He felt ill at ease in society, and 
seemed to have a fatal predilection for saying the 
wrong thing, and suffered the torture afterwards of 
remembering what the right thing would have 
been. 

Trenton stood at the gate for a moment, hoping 
Mason would come. Suddenly he remembered with 
confusion that he was directly in range of those dis- 
dainful eyes in the parlour, and he beat a hasty 
retreat toward the old mill that stood by the falls 
The roar of the turbulent water over the granite 
rocks had a soothing effect on the soul of the man 
who knew he was a criminal, yet could not for the 
life of him tell what his crime had been. Then 
he wandered up the river-bank toward where he 
saw the two half-breeds placing the canoe in the 
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still water at the further end of the village. Half- 
way there he was relieved to meet the genial Ed. 
Mason, who greeted him, as Trenton thought, with a 
somewhat overwrought effusion. There evidently 
was something on the genial Ed.'s mind. 

"Hello, old man," he cried, shaking Trenton 
warmly by the hand. "Been here long? Well, I 
declare, I'm glad to see you. Going to have a 
splendid day for it, aren't you ? Yes, sir, I am 
glad to see you." 

" "When a man says that twice in one breath, a 
fellow begins to doubt him. Now, you good-natured 
humbug, what's the matter ? What have I done ? 
How did you find me out? Who turned Queen's 
evidence ? Look here, Edward Mason, why are you 
not glad to see me ? " 

"Nonsense; you know I am. No one could be 
more welcome. By the way, my wife's here. You 
never met her, I think ? " 

" I saw a young lady remarkably " 

" No, no ; that is Miss . By the way, Trenton, 

I want you to do me a favour, now that I think of 
it. Of course the canoe is yours for to-day, but that 
young woman wants to go up to the Shawenegan. 
You wouldn't mind her going up with you, would 
you ? You see, I have no other canoe to-day, and 
she can't stay till to-morrow." 

" I shall be delighted, I'm sure," answered Trenton, 
But he didn't look it. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Eva Sommerton, of Boston, knew that she lived in 
the right portion of that justly celebrated city, and 
this knowledge was evident in the poise of her queenly 
head, and in every movement of her graceful form. 
Blundering foreigners — foreigners as far as Boston is 
concerned, although they may be citizens of the 
United States — considered Boston to be a large city, 
with commerce and railroads and busy streets and 
enterprising newspapers, but the true Bostonian 
knows that this view is very incorrect. The real 
Boston is penetrated by no railroads. Even the jingle 
of the street-car bell does not disturb the silence of 
the streets of this select city. It is to the ordinary 
Boston what the empty, out-of-season London is to 
the rest of the busy metropolis. The stranger, jostled 
by the throng, may not notice that London is 
empty, but his lordship, if he happens during the 
deserted period to pass through, knows there is not a 
soul in town. 

Miss Sommerton had many delusions, but fortu- 
nately for her peace of mind she had never yet met a 
candid friend with courage enough to tell her so. It 
would have required more bravery than the ordinary 
society person possesses to tell Miss Sommerton 
about any of her faults. The young gentlemen of her 
acquaintance claimed that she had no faults, and if 
her lady friends thought otherwise, they reserved the 
expression of such opinions for social gatherings not 
graced by the presence of Miss Sommerton. 
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Eva Sommerton thought she was not proud, or if 
there was any tinge of pride in her character, it was 
pride of the necessary and proper sort. 

She also possessed the vain belief that true merit 
^was the one essential, but if true merit had had the 
misfortune to be presented to Miss Sommerton with- 
out an introduction of a strictly unimpeachable nature, 
there is every reason to fear true merit would not have 
had the exquisite privilege of basking in the smiles 
of that young Bostonian. But perhaps her chief 
delusion was the belief that she was an artist. She 
had learned all that Boston could teach of drawing, 
and this thin veneer had received a beautiful foreign 
polish abroad. Her friends pronounced her sketches 
really wonderful. Perhaps if Miss Sommerton's 
entire capital had been something less than her half- 
yearly income, she might have made a name for 
herself; but the rich man gets a foretaste of the 
scriptural difficulty awaiting him at the gates of 
heaven, when he endeavours to achieve an earthly 
success, the price of which is hard labour, and not 
hard cash. 

We are told that pride must have a fall, and there 
came an episode in Miss Sommerton's career as an 
artist which was a rude shock to her self-com- 
placency. Having purchased a landscape by a cele- 
brated artist whose work she had long admired, she 
at last ventured to write to him and enclose some of 
her own sketches, with a request for a candid 
judgment of them — that is, she said she wanted a 
candid judgment of them. 

The reply seemed to her so ungentlemanly, and so 
harsh, that, in her vexation and anger, she tore the 
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letter to Bhieda and stamped her pretty foot with 
a vehemence which would haye shocked those who 
knew her only as the dignified and self-possessed Miss 
Eva Sommerton. 
Then she looked at her libelled sketches, and some- 



She itamped her pretty foot on it. 

how they did not appear to be qaite so faultless as 
she had supposed them to be. 

This inspection was followed by a thoughtful and 
tearful period of meditation ; and finally, with con- 
triteness, the young woman picked up from her studio 
floor the shreds of the letter and pasted them care- 
fully together on a white sheet of paper, in which 
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form she still preserved the first honest opinioii she 
had ever received. 

In the secluBion of her aesthetic studio Miss Som- 
merton made a heroic resolve to work hard. Her 
life was to he consecrated to art. She would win 
reluctant recognition from the masters. Under all 
this wave of heroic resolution was an under-current 
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of determination to get even with the artist who had 
treated her work so contemptuously. 

Few of us quite live up to our best intentions, and 
Miss Sommerton was no exception to the rule. She 
did not work as devotedly as she had hoped to do, 
nor did she hecome a recluse from society. A year 
after she sent to the artist some sketches which she 
had taken in Quebec — some unknown waterfalls, some 
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wild river scenery — and received from him a warmer 
letter of commendation than she had hoped for. He 
remembered her former sketches^ and now saw a 
great improvement. If the waterfall sketches were 
not exaggerations,. he would like to see the originals. 
Where were . they ? The lady was proud of her dis- 
coveries in the almost unknown land of Northern 
Quebec, and she wrote a long letter telling all about 
them, and a polite note of thanks for the information 
ended the correspondence. 

Miss Sommerton's favourite discovery was that 
tremendous downward plunge of the St. Maurice, the 
Falls of the Shawenegan. She had sketched it from 
a dozen different standpoints, and raved about it to 
her friends, if such a dignified young person as Miss 
Sommerton could be said to rave over anything. Some 
Boston people, on her recommendation, had visited 
the falls, but their account of the journey made so 
much of the difficulties and discomforts, and so little 
of the magnificence of the cataract, that our amateur 
artist resolved to keep the falls, as it were, to herself. 
She made yearly pilgrimages to the St. Maurice, and 
came to have a kind of idea of possession which 
always amused Mr. Mason. She seemed to resent 
the fact that others went to look at the falls, and, 
worse than all, took picnic baskets there, actually 
lunching on its sacred shores, leaving empty cham- 
pagne bottles and boxes of sardines that had evidently 
broken some one's favourite knife in the opening. 
This particular summer she had driven out to '* The 
Greys,'' but finding that a party was going up in 
canoes every day that week, she promptly ordered 
her driver to take her back to Three Rivers, saying to 
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Mr. Mason she would return when she could have the 
falls to herself. 

"You remind me of Miss Porter," said the lumber 
king. 

" Miss Porter ! Who is she ? '' 

" When Miss Porter visited England and saw Mr. 
Gladstone, he asked her if she had ever seen the 
Niagara Falls. * Seen them ? ' she answered. ' Why, 
I own them ! ' " 

*' What did she mean by that ? I confess I don't 
see the point, or perhaps it isn't a joke." 

'* Oh yes, it is. You mustn't slight my good stories 
in that way. She meant just what she said. I 
believe the Porter family own, or did own. Goat 
Island, and, I suppose, the other bank, and, there- 
fore, the American Fall. The joke — I do dislike to 
have to explain jokes, especially to you cool, unsym- 
pathizing Bostonians — is the ridiculousness of any 
mere human person claiming to own such a thing as 
the Niagara Falls. I believe, though, that you are 
quite equal to it — I do indeed." 

" Thank you, Mr. Mason." 

*' I knew you would be grateful when I made myself 
clearly understood. Now, what I was going to pro- 
pose is this : You should apply to the Canadian 
Government for possession of the Shawenegan. I 
think they would let it go at a reasonable figure. 
They look on it merely as an annoying impediment 
to the navigation of the river, and an obstruction 
which has caused them to spend some thousands of 
dollars in building a slide by the side of it, so that 
the logs may come down safely." 

'* If I owned it, the slide is the first thing I would 
destroy." 
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*' What ? And ruin the lumber industry of the 
Upper St. Maurice? Oh, you wouldn't do such 
a thing! If that is your idea, I give you fair 
warning that I will oppose your claims with all 
the arts of the lobbyist. If you want to become 
the private owner of the falls, you should tell the 
Government that you have some thoughts of en- 
couraging the industries of the province by building 
a mill " 

"A mill?" 

'* Yes ; why not ? Indeed, I have half a notion to 
put a saw-mill there myself. It always grieves me 
to see so much magnificent power going to waste." 

'* Oh, seriously, Mr. Mason, you would never think 
of committing such an act of sacrilege ? " 

*' Sacrilege, indeed ! I like that. Why, the man 
who makes one saw-mill hum where no mill ever 
hummed before is a benefactor to his species. Don't 
they teach political economy at Boston ? I thought 
you liked saw-mills. You drew a very pretty picture 
of the one down the stream." 

'* I admire a ruined saw-mill, as that one was ; but 
not one in a state of activity, or of eruption, as a 
person might say." 

" Well, won't you go up to the falls to-day, Miss 
Sommerton? I assure you we have a most unexcep- 
tionable party. Why, one of them is a Government 
official. Think of that ! " 

*' I refuse to think of it ; or, if I do think of it, I 
refuse to be dazzled by his magnificence. I want 
to see the Shawenegan, not a picnic party drinking 
beer." 

*! You wrong them, really you do, Miss Sommerton, 
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believe me. You have got your dates mixed. It is 
the champagne party that goes to-day. The beer 
crowd is not due until to-morrow." 

" The principle is the same." 

^' The price of the refreshment is not. I speak as 
a man of bitter experience. Let's see. If recollection 
holds her throne, I think there was a young lady 
from New England — I forget the name of the town 
at the moment — who took a lunch with her the last 
time she went to the Shawenegan. I merely give 
this as my impression, you know. I am open to 
contradiction." 

" Certainly, I took a lunch. I always do. I would 
to-day if I were going up there, and Mrs. Mason 
would give me some sandwiches. You would give me 
a lunch, wouldn't you, dear ? " 

*' I'll tell them to get it ready now, if you will only 
stay," replied that lady, on being appealed to. 

"No, it isn't the lunch I object to. I object to 
people going there merely for the lunch. I go for 
the scenery ; the lunch is incidental." 

"When you get the deed of the falls, I'll tell you 
what we'll do," put in Mason. " We will have a band 
of trained Indians stationed at the landing, and they 
will allow no one to disembark who does not express 
himself in sufficiently ecstatic terms about the great 
cataract. You will draw up a set of adjectives, which 
I will give to the Indians, instructing them t6 allow 
no one to land who does not use at least three out 
of five of them in referring to the falls. People whose 
eloquent appreciation does not reach the required 
altitude will have to stay there till it does, that's 
all. We will treat them as we do our juries — starve 
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them into a verdict, and the right verdict at 
that." 

*' Don't mind him, Eva. He is just trying to ex- 
asperate you. Think of what I have to put up with. 
He goes on like that all the time," said Mrs. Mason. 

" Really, my dear, your flattery confuses me. You 
can't persuade any one that I keep up this brilliancy 
in the privacy of my own house. It is only turned 
on for company." 

''Why, Mr. Mason, I didn't think you looked on 
me as company. I thought I enjoyed the friendship 
of the Mason family." 

" Oh, you do, you do indeed ! The company I 
referred to was the official party which has just gone 
to the falls. This is some of the brilliancy left over. 
But, really, you had better stay after coming all this 
distance." 

'* Yes, do, Eva. Let me go back with you to the 
Three Eivers, and then you stay with me till next 
week, when you can visit the falls all alone. It is 
very pleasant at Three Eivers just now. And besides, 
we can go for a day's shopping at Montreal." 

'' I wish I could." 

'* Why, of course you can," said Mason. '* Imagine 
the delight of smuggling your purchases back to 
Boston. Confess that this is a pleasure you hadn't 
thought of." 

'^ I admit the fascination of it all, but you see I am 
with a party that has gone on to Quebec, and I just 
got away for a day. I am to meet them there to-night 
or to-morrow morning. But I will return in the 
autumn, Mrs. Mason, when it is too late for the 
picnics. Then, Mr. Mason, take warning. I mean 



ONE DATS COURTSHIP. 1 45 

to have a canoe to myself, or — well, you know the 
way we Bostoniaus treated you Britishers once upon 
a time." 

*' Distinctly. But we will return good for evil, and 
give you warm tea instead of the cold mixture you so 
foolishly brewed in the harbour." 

As the buckboard disappeared around the corner, 
and Mr. and Mrs. Mason walked back to the house, 
the lady said — . 

'* What a strange girl Eva is." 

"Very. Don't she strike you as being a trifle 
selfish?" 

"Selfish? Eva Sommerton? Why, what could 
make you think such a thing? What an absurd 
idea ! You cannot imagine how kind she was to me 
when I visited Boston." 

" Who could help it, my dear ? I would have 
been so myself if I had happened to meet you 
there." 

" Now, Ed., don't be absurd." 

" There is something absurd in being kind to a 
person's wife, isn't there ? Well, it struck me her 
objection to any one else being at the falls, when 
her ladyship was there, might seem — not to me, of 
course, but to an outsider — a trifle selfish." 

" Oh, you don't understand her at all. She has 
an artistic temperament, and she is quite right in 
wishing to be alone. Now, Ed., when she does come 
again I want you to keep any one else from going up 
there. Don't forget it, as you do most of the things 
I tell you. Say to anybody who wants to go up that 
the canoes are out of repair." 

" Oh, I can't say that, you know* Anything this 

L 
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side of a crime I am willing to commit; but to 
perjure myself, no, not for Venice. Can you think 
of any other method that will combine duplicity with 
a clear conscience ? I'll tell you what I'll do. I will 
have the canoe drawn up, and gently, but firmly, 
slit it with my knife. One of the men can mend it 
in ten minutes. Then I can look even the official 
from Quebec in the face, and tell him truly that the 
canoe will not hold water. I suppose as long as my 
story will hold water you and Miss Sommerton will 
not mind?" 

" If the canoe is ready for her when she comes, I 
shall be satisfied. Please to remember I am going to 
spend a week or two in Boston next winter." 
: "Oh ho, that's it, is it? Then it was not pure 

philanthropy " 

* '/ Pure nonsense, Ed. I want the canoe to be 
ready, that's alL" 

When Mrs. Mason received the letter from Miss 
Sommerton, stating the time the young woman in- 
tended to pay her visit to the Shawenegan, she gave 
the letter to her husband, and reminded him of the 
necessity of keeping the canoe for that particular 
date. As the particular date was some weeks off, 
and as Ed. Mason was a man who never crossed a 
stream until he came to it, he said, '* All right," put 
the letter in his inside pocket, and the next time he 
thought of it was on the fine autumn afternoon — 
Monday afternoon — when he saw Mrs. Mason drive 
up to the door of his lumber-woods residence with 
Miss Eva Sommerton in the buggy beside her. The 
young lady wondered," as Mr. Mason helped her out, 
if that genial gentleman, whom she regarded as the 
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moat fortnnate of inen, bad in reality some secret, 
gnawing aorrow the world knew not of. 

"Why, Ed., you look ill," exclaimed Mrs. Mason; 
" is there anything the matter ? " 

"Oh, it is nothing — at least, not of much eon- 
sequence. A little buaineas worry, that's all." 

" Has there been any trouble ? " 



She gave tAe letter to her huAami. 

" Oh no — at the least, not yet." 

" Trouble about the men, is it ? " 

" No, not about the men," said the unfortunate 
gentleman, with a somewhat unnecessary emphasis on 
the last word. 

" Oh, Mr. Mason, I am afraid I have come at a 
wrong time. If so, don't hesitate to tell me. If I 
can do anything to help yon, I hope I may be]allowed." 
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" You have come just at the right time," said the 
lumberman, ''and you are very welcome, I assure 
you. If I find I need help, as perhaps I may, you 
will be reminded of your promise." 

To put off as long as possible the evil time of 
meeting his wife. Mason went with the man to see 
the horse put away, and he lingered an unnecessarily 
long time in ascertaining that everything was right 
in the stable. The man was astonished to find his 
master so particular that afternoon. A crisis may be 
postponed, but it can rarely be avoided altogether, 
and knowing he had to face the inevitable sooner or 
later, the unhappy man, with a sigh, betook himself 
to the house, where he found his wife impatiently 
waiting for him» She closed the door and con- 
fronted him. 

" Now, Ed., what's the matter ? " 

*' Where's Miss Sommerton ? '' was the somewhat 
irrelevant reply. 

'* She has gone to her room. Ed., don't keep me 
in suspense. What is wrong ? " 

** You remember John Trenton, who was here in 
the summer ? " 

*'I remember hearing you speak of him. I didn't 
meet him, you know." 

*' Oh, that's so. Neither you did. You see, he's 
an awful good fellow, Trenton is — that is, for an 
Englishman." 

" Well, what has Trenton to do with the trouble ? " 

'* Everything, my dear — everything." 

" I see how it is. Trenton visited the Shawenegan ? " 

" He did." 

- * 

'* And he wants to go there again ? " 
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"He does." 

''And you have gone and promised him the canoe 
for to-morrow ? " 

'* The intuition of woman, my dear, is the most 
wonderful thing on earth." 

"It is not half so wonderful as the negligence of 
man — I won't say the stupidity." 

" Thank you, Jennie, for not saying it, but I really 
think I would feel better if you did." 

" Now, what are you going to do about it ? " 

"Well, my dear, strange as it may appear, that 
very question has been racking my brain for the 
last ten minutes. Now, what would you do in my 
position ? " 

" Oh, I couldn't be in your position." 

" No, that's so, Jennie. Excuse me for suggesting 
the possibility. I really think this trouble has 
affected my mind a little. But if you had a husband 
— if a sensible woman like you could have a husband 
who got himself into such a position — what would you 
advise him to do ? " 

" Now, Ed., don't joke. It's too serious." 

"My dear, no one on earth can have such a reali- 
zation of its seriousness as I have at this moment. I 
feel as Mark Twain did with that novel he never 
finished. I have brought things to a point where 
I can't go any further. The game seems blocked. I 
wonder if Miss Sommerton would accept ten thousand 
feet of lumber f.o.b. and call it square.*' 

"Eeally, Ed., if you can't talk sensibly, I have 
nothing further to say." 

" Well, as I said, the strain is getting too much for 
me. Now, don't go away, Jennie. Here is what I 
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am thinking of doing. I'll speak to Trenton. He 
won't mind Miss Sommerton's going in the canoe with 
him. In fact, I should think he would rather like it." 

''Dear me, Ed., is that all the progress you've 
made ? I am not troubling myself about Mr. Trenton. 
The diflSculty will be with Eva. Do you think for a 
moment she will go if she imagined herself under 
obligations to a stranger for the canoe ? Can't you 
get Mr. Trenton to put off his visit until the day after 
to-morrow ? It isn't long to wait." 

'* No, that is impossible. You see, he has just time 
to catch his steamer as it is. No, he has the promise 
in writing, while Miss Sommerton has no legal evi- 
dence if this thing ever gets into the courts. Trenton 
has my written promise. You see, I did not re- 
member the two dates were the same. When I wrote 
to Trenton " 

*' Ed., don't try to excuse yourself. You had her 
letter in your pocket, you know you had. This is a 
matter for which there is no excuse, and it cannot be 
explained away." 

*' That's so, Jennie. I am down in the depths once 
more. I shall not try to crawl out again — at least, 
not while my wife is looking." 

" No, your plan will not work. I don't know that 
any will. There is only one thing to try, and it is 
this — Miss Sommerton must think that the canoe is 
hers. You must appeal to her generosity to let Mr. 
Trenton go with her." 

''Won't you make the appeal, Jen ? '* 

" No, I will not. In the first place she'll be sorry 
for you, because you will make such a bungle of it. 
That is your only hope." 
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" Oh, if success lies in bungling, I will succeed." 

*' Don't be too sure. I suppose that man will be 
here by daybreak to-morrow ? " 

'* Not so bad as that, Jennie. You always try to 
put the worst face on things. He won't be here till 
sunrise at the earliest." 

" I will ask Eva to come down." 

"You needn't hurry just because of me. Be- 
sides, I would like a few moments to prepare myself 
for my fate. Even a murderer is given a little 
time." 

" Not a moment, Ed. We had better get this thing 
settled as soon as possible." 

"Perhaps you are right," he murmured, with a 
deep sigh. " Well, if we Britishers, as Miss S. 
calls us, ever faced the Americans with as faint a 
heart as I do now, I don't wonder we got licked." 

"Don't say ^licked,' Ed." 

" I believe it's historical. Oh, I see. You object 
to the word, not to the allegation. Well, I won't 
cavil about that. All my sympathy just now is con- 
centrated on one unfortunate Britisher. My dear, let 
the sacrifice begin." 

Mrs. Mason went to the stairway and called — 

"Eva, dear, can you come down for a moment? 
We want you to help us out of a difficulty." 

Miss Sommerton appeared smilingly, smoothing 
down the front of the dress that had taken the place 
of the one she travelled in. She advanced towards 
Mason with sweet compassion in her eyes, and that 
ill-fated man thought he had never seen any one look 
so altogether charming — excepting, of course, his 
own wife in her youthful days. She seemed to have 
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smoothed away all the Boston stifiness as she smoothed 
her dress. 

"Oh, Mr. Mason," she said, sympathetically, as 
she approached, "I am so sorry anything has 
happened to trouble you, and I do hope I am not 
intruding." 

"Indeed, you are not. Miss Eva. In fact, your 
sympathy has taken away half the trouble already, 
and I want to beg of you to help me oflf with the other 
half." 

A glance at his wife's face showed him that he had 
not made a bad beginnmg. 

" Miss Sommerton, you said you would like to help 
me. Now I am going to appeal to you. I throw 
myself on your mercy." 

There was a slight frown on Mrs. Mason's face, 
and her husband felt that he was perhaps appealing 
too much. 

" In fact, the truth is, my wife gave me " 

Here a cough interrupted him, and he paused and 
ran his hand through his hair. 

"Pray don't mind me, Mr. Mason," said Miss 
Sommerton, " if you would rather not tell " 

" Oh, but I must ; that is, I want you to know." 

He glanced at his wife, but there was no help 
there, so he plunged in headlong. 

" To tell the truth, there is a friend of mine who 
wants to go to the falls to-morrow. He sails for 
Europe immediately, and has no other day." 

The Boston rigidity perceptibly returned. 

" Oh, if that is all, you needn't have had a moment's 
trouble. I can just as well put oflf my visit." 

" Oh, can you ? " cried Mason, joyously. 
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His wife sat down in the rocking-chair with a sigh 
of despair. Her infatuated husband thought he was 
getting along famously. 

" Then fyour friends are npt waiting for you at 
Quebec this time, and you can stay a day or two 
with us." 

** Eva's friends are at Montreal, Edward, and she 
cannot stay." 

*' Oh, then — why, then, to-morrow's your only 
day, too ? " 

'^ It doesn't matter in the least, Mr. Mason. I shall 
be most glad to put oflf my visit to oblige your friend 
— ^no, I didn't mean that," she cried, seeing the look 
of anguish on Mason's face, "it is to oblige you. 
Now, am I not good ? " 

"No, you are cruel," replied Mason. "You are 
going up to the falls. I insist on that. Let's take 
that as settled. The canoe is yours." He caught an 
encouraging look from his wife. " If you want to 
torture me you will say you will not go. If you want 
to do me the greatest of favours, you will let my 
friend go in the canoe with you to the landing." 

"What! go alone with a stranger?" cried Miss 
Sommerton, freezingly. 

" No, the Indians will be there, you know." 

" Oh, I didn't expect to paddle the canoe myself." 

" I don't know about that. You strike me as a 
girl who would paddle her own canoe pretty well." 

" Now, Edward," said his wife. 

"He wants to take some photographs of the falls, 
and " 

" Photographs ? Why, Ed., I thought you said he 
was an artist." 
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'^ Isn't a photographer an artist ? " 

*' You know he isn't." 

** Well, my dear, you know they put on their signs, 
* artist — photographer, pictures taken in cloudy 
weather.' But he's an amateur photographer; an 
amateur is not so bad as a professional, is he, Miss 
Sommerton ? " 

"I think he's worse, if there is any choice. A 
professional at least takes good pictures, such as 
they are." 

" He is an elderly gentleman, and I am sure " 

"Oh, is he?" cried Miss Sommerton; "then the 
matter is settled. He shall go. I thought it was 
some young fop of an amateur photographer." 

" Oh, quite elderly. His hair is grey, or badly 
tinged at least." 

The frown on Miss Sommerton's brow cleared 
away, and she smiled in a manner that was cheering 
to the heart of her suppliant. He thought it reminded 
him of the sun breaking through the clouds over the 
hills beyond the St. Maurice. 

"Why, Mr. Mason, how selfishly I've been acting, 
haven't I ? You really must forgive me. It is so 
funny, too, making you beg for a seat in your 
own canoe." 

" Oh no, it's your canoe — that is, after twelve 
o'clock to-night. That's when your contract begins." 

" The arrangement does not seem to me quite 
regular ; but, then, this is the Canadian woods, and 
not Boston. But, I want to make my little proviso. 
I do not wish to be introduced to this man ; he must 
have no excuse for beginning a conversation with me. 
I don't want to talk to-morrow." 
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" Heroic resolution," murmured Mason. 

"So, I do not wish to see the gentleman until I go 
into the canoe. You can be conveniently absent. 
Mrs. Perrault will take me down there ; she speaks no 
English, and it is not likely he can speak French." 

*' We can arrange that'* 

" Then it is settled, and all I hope for is a good 
day to-morrow.'' 

Mrs. Mason sprang up and kissed the fair Bostonian, 
and Mason felt a sensation of joyous freedom that 
recalled his youthful days when a half-holiday was 
announced. 

*' Oh, it is too good of you," said the elder lady. 

" Not a bit of it," whispered Miss Sommerton ; ** I 
hate the man before I have seen him." 



CHAPTEE III. 

When John Trenton came in to breakfast, he found 
his friend Mason waiting for him. That genial 
gentleman was evidently ill at ease, but he said in an 
off-hand way — 

" The ladies have already breakfasted. They are 
busily engaged in the preparations for the trip, and 
so you and I can have a snack together, and then we 
will go and see to the canoe." 

After breakfast they went together to the river, and 
found the canoe and the two half-breeds waiting for 
them. A couple of rugs were spread on the bottom 
of the canoe rising over the two slanting boards 
which served as backs to the lowly seats. 

"Now,*' said Mason with a blush, for he always 
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told a necessary lie with some compunction, " I shall 
have to go and see to one of my men who was 
injured in the mill this morning. You had better 
take your place in the canoe, and wait for your 
passenger, who, as is usual with ladies, will probably 
be a little late. I think you should sit in the back 
seat, as you are the heavier of the two. I presume 
you remember what I told you about sitting in a 
canoe ? Get in with caution while these two men hold 
the side of it ; sit down carefully, and keep steady, 
no matter what happens. Perhaps you may as well 
put your camera here at the back, or in the prow." 

"No," said Trenton, "I shall keep it slung over 
my shoulder. It isn't heavy, and I am always 
afraid of forgetting it if I leave it anywhere." 

Trenton got cautiously into the canoe, while Mason 
bustled oflF with a very guilty feeling at his heart. 
He never thought of blaming Miss Sommerton for the 
course she had taken, and the dilemma into which 
she placed him, for he felt that the fault was entirely 
his own. 

John Trenton pulled out his pipe, and, absent- 
mindedly, stuffed it full of tobacco. Just as he was 
about to light it, he remembered there was to be a 
lady in the party, and so with a grimace of dis- 
appointment he put the loaded pipe into his pocket 
again. 

It was the most lovely time of the year. The sun 
was still warm, but the dreaded black fly and other 
insect pests of the region had disappeared before the 
sharp frosts that occurred every night. The hilly 
banks of the St. Maurice were covered with unbroken 
forest, and ''the woods of autumn all around the 
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vale had put their glory on." Presently Trenton saw 
Miss Sommerton, accompanied by old Mrs. Perrault, 
coming over the brow of the hill. He attempted to 
rise, in order to assist the lady to a seat in the canoe, 
when the half-breed said in French — 

**Better sit still. It is safer. We will help the lady." 
Miss Sommerton was talking rapidly in French — 
with rather overdone eagerness — to Mrs. Perrault. 
She took no notice of her fellow-voyager as she 
lightly stepped exactly in the centre of the canoe, 
and sank down on the rug in front of him, with the 
ease of one thoroughly accustomed to that somewhat 
treacherous craft. 

The two stalwart boatmen — one at the prow, 
the other at the stern of the canoe — ^with swift and 
dexterous strokes, shot it out into the stream. 
Trenton could not but admire the knowledge of 
these two men and their dexterous use of it. Here 
they were on a swiftly flowing river, with a small fall 
behind them and a tremendous cataract several miles 
in front, yet these two men, by their knowledge of 
the currents, managed to work their way up stream 
with the least possible amount of physical exertion. 
The St. Maurice at this point is about half a mile 
wide, with an island here and there, and now and 
then a touch of rapids. Sometimes the men would 
dash right across the river to the opposite bank, and 
there fall in with a miniature Gulf Stream that 
would carry them onward without exertion. Some- 
times they were near the densely wooded shore, 
sometimes in the centre of the river. The half-breed 
who stood behind Trenton, leant over to him, and 
whispered — 
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" You can now smoke if you like, the wind is down 
stream." 

Naturally, Mr. Trenton wished to smoke. The 
requesting of permission to do so, it struck him, 
might open the way to conversation. He was not an 
ardent conversationalist, but it seemed to him rather 
ridiculous that two persons should thus travel 
together in a canoe without saying a word to each 
other. 

"I beg your pardon, madam," be began; "but 
would you have any objection to my smoking? I 
am ashamed to confess that I am a slave to the 
pernicious habit." 

There was a moment or two of silence, broken only 
by the regular dip of the paddle, then Miss Sommerton 
said, "If you wish to desecrate this lovely spot by 
smoking, I presume anything I can say will not 
prevent you." 

Trenton was amazed at the rudeness of this 
reply, and his face flushed with anger. Finally 
he said, "You must have a very poor opinion 
of me ! '' 

Miss Sommerton answered tartly, "I have no 
opinion whatever of you." Then, with womanly 
inconsistency, she proceeded to deliver her opinion, 
saying, " A man who would smoke here would smoke 
in a cathedral." 

"I think you are wrong there," said Mr. Trenton, 
calmly. " I would smoke here, but I would not think 
of smoking in a cathedral. Neither would I smoke 
in the humblest log-cabin chapel." 

" Sir," said Miss Sommerton, turning partly round, 
" I came to the St. Maurice for the purpose of viewing 
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its scenery. I hoped to see it alone. I have been 
disappointed in that, but I must insist on seeing it in 
silence. I do not wish to carry on a conversation, 
nor do I wish to enter into a discussion on any subject 
whatever. I am sorry to have to say this, but it 
seems to be necessary." 

Her remarks so astonished Trenton that he found 
it impossible to get angrier than he had been when 
she first spoke. In fact, he found his anger receding 
rather than augmenting. It was something so entirely 
new to meet a lady who had such an utter disregard 
for the rules of politeness that obtain in any civilized 
society that Mr. Trenton felt he was having a 
unique and valuable experience. 

*'Will you pardon me," he said, with apparent 
submissiveness — " will you pardon me if I disregard 
your request sufl&ciently to humbly beg forgiveness 
for having spoken to you in the first place ?" 

To this Miss Sommerton made no reply, and the 
canoe glided along. 

After going up the river for a few miles the boat- 
men came to a difficult part of the voyage. Here 
the river was divided by an island. The dark waters 
moved with great swiftness^ and with the smoothness 
of oil, over the concealed rocks breaking into foam 
at the foot of the rapids. Now for the first time the 
Indians had hard work. For quite half an hour they 
paddled as if in despair, and the canoe moved upward 
inch by inch. It was not only hard work, but it was 
work that did not allow of a moment's rest until it 
was finished. Should the paddles pause but an 
instant, the canoe would be swept to the bottom of 
the rapids. When at last the craft floated into the 
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still wafer above the rapids, the boatmen rested, and 
mopped the perspiration from their brows. Then, 
without a word, they resumed their steady, easy 
swing of the paddle. In a short time the canoe drew 
up at a landing, from which a path ascended the steep 
hill among the trees. The silence was broken only 
by the deep, distant, low roar of the Shawenegan 
Falls. Mr. Trenton sat in his place, while the half- 
breeds held the canoe steady. Miss Sbmmerton rose 
and stepped with firm, self-reliant tread on the 
landing. Without looking backward she proceeded 
up the steep hill, and disappeared among the dense 
foliage. Then Trenton leisurely got out of the 
canoe. 

*' You had a hard time of it up that rapid,'* said the 
artist in French to the boatman. *' Here is a five- 
dollar bill to divide when you get down ; and, if you 
bring us safely back, I shall have another ready 
for you.** 

The men were profusely grateful, as indeed they 
had a right to be, for the most they expected was 
a dollar each as a fee. 

" Ah,'*"said the elder, "if we had gentlemen like 
you to take up every day," and he gave an expressive 
shrug. 

"You shouldn't take such a sordid view of the 
matter," said the artist. " I should think you would 
find great pleasure in taking up parties of handsome 
ladies such as I understand now and then ymi 
the faUs." 

"Ah," said the boatman, "it is very nice, of 
course ; but, except from Miss Sommerton, we don't 
get much.** 
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"Really," said the artist; "and who is Miss 
Soramerton, pray ? '* 

The half-breed nodded up the path. 

" Oh, indeed, that is her name. I did not 
know." 

" Yes," said the man, " she is very generous, and 
she always brings us tobacco in her pocket — good 
tobacco." 

"Tobacco!" cried the artist. "The arrant 
hypocrite. She gives you tobacco, does she ? Did 
you understand what we were talking about coming 
up here ? " 

The younger half-breed was about to say " Yes," 
and a gleam of intelligence came into his face ; but 
a frown on the other's brow checked him, and the 
elder gravely shook his head. 

" We do not understand English," he said. 

As Trenton walked slowly up the steep hillside, he 
said to himself, " That young woman does not seem 
to have the slightest spark of gratitude in her com- 
position. Hera I have been good-natured enough to 
share my canoe with her, yet she treats me as if 
I were some low ruffian instead of a gentleman.'* 

As^Miss Sommerton was approaching the Shawe- 
negan Palls, she said to herself, "What an insuffer- 
iable cad that man is? Mr. Mason doubtless told 
him that he was indebted to me for being allowed to 
come in the canoe, and yet, although he must see 
I do not wish to talk with him, he tried to force 
conversation on me." 

Miss Sommerton walked rapidly along the very 
imperfect woodland path, which was completely 
shaded by the overhanging trees. After a walk of 
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uearly a mile, the path suddenly ended at the top of a 
ttemendoua precipice of granite, and opposite this point 



Mitt Sommerfon walked rapidly along (he vH/ndlaiul j>ath. 

the great hillside of tumbling white foam plunged for 
ever downward. At the foot of the falls the waters 
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dang tbemselves against the maBsive granite barrier, 
and tben, turning at a right angle, plonged down- 
ward in a series of wild rapids that completely 
eclipsed in picttiresqueness and grandeur and force 
even the famous rapids at Niagara. Contemplating 
this tnoomparable sceue, Miss Sommerton forgot all 



She gcaad drtamily at tht great falls,] 

about her objectionable travelling companion. She 
sat down on a fallen log, placing her sketch-book on 
her lap, but it lay there idly as, unconscious of the 
passing time, she gazed dreamily at the great falls 
and listened to their vibrating, deafening roar. 
Suddenly the consciousness of some one near startled 
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her from her reverie. She ' sprang to her feet, and 
had so completely forgotten her companion that she 
stared at him for a moment in dumb amazement. 
He stood back some distance from her, and beside 
him on its slender tripod was placed a natty little 
camera. Connected with the instantaneous shutter 
was a long black rubber tube almost as thin as 
a string. The bulb of this instantaneous attachment 
Mr. Trenton held in his hand, and the instant Miss 
Sommerton turned around, the little shutter, as if in 
defiance of her, gave a snap, and she knew her picture 
had been taken, and also that she was the principle 
object in the foreground. 

**You have photographed me, sir!" cried the 
young woman, with her eyes blazing. 

" I have photographed the falls, or, at least, I 
hope I have,'' replied Trenton. 

" But my picture is in the foreground. You must 
destroy that plate." 

**You will excuse me, Miss .Sommerton, if I tell 
you I shall do nothing of the kind. It is very 
unusual with me to deny the request of a lady, but 
in this case I must do so. This is the last plate 
I have, and it may be the one successful picture 
of the lot. I shall, therefore, not destroy the 
plate." 

. " Then, sir, you are not a gentleman ! " cried 
the impetuous young lady, her face aflame with 

anger. 
** I never claimed to be one," answered Trenton, 

calmly. 

'^I shall appeal to Mr. Mason; perhaps he has 
some means of making you understand that you are 
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not allowed to take a lady's photograph without her 
permission, and in defiance of her wishes." 

*' Will you allow me to explain why it is unnecessary 
to destroy the plate ? If you understand anything 
about photography, you must be aware of the 
fact " 

" I am happy to say I know nothing of photography, 
and I desire to know nothing of it. I will not hear 
any explanation from you, sir. You have refused to 
destroy the plate. That is enough for me. Your 
conduct to-day has been entirely contemptible. In 
the first place you have forced yourself, through Mr. 
Mason, into my company. The canoe was mine for 
to-day, and you knew it. I granted you permission 
to come, but I made it a proviso that there should be 
no conversation. Now, I shall return in the canoe 
alone, and I shall pay the boatman to come back for 
you this evening." With this she swept indignantly 
past Mr. Trenton, leaving the unfortunate man for the 
second or third time that day too* much dumbfounded 
to reply. She marched down the path toward the 
landing. Arriving at the canoe, she told the boatmen 
they would have to return for Mr. Trenton ; that she 
was going back alone, and she would pay them hand- 
somely for their extra trip. Even the additional pay 
offered did not seem to quite satisfy the two half-breeds. 

" It will be nearly dark before we can get back," 
grumbled the elder boatman. 

''That does not matter,'* replied Miss Sommerton, 
shortly. 

''But it is dangerous going down the river at 
night." 

" That does not matter,'* was again the reply. 
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''But he has nothing- 
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" The longer you stand talking here the longer it 
will be before you get back. If you are afraid for the 
safety of the gentleman, pray stay here with him and 
give me the paddle — I will take the boat down alone." 

The boatman said nothing more, but shot the canoe 
out from the landing and proceeded rapidly down 
the stream. 

Miss Sommerton meditated bitterly on the dis- 
appointments and annoyances of the day. Once 
fairly away, conscience began to trouble her, and 
she remembered that the gentleman so uncere- 
moniously left in the woods without any possibility 
of getting away was a man whom Mr. Mason, her 
friend, evidently desired very much to please. Little 
had been said by the boatmen, merely a brief word of 
command now and then from the elder who stood in 
the stern, until they passed down the rapids. Then 
Miss Sommerton caught a grumbling word in French 
which made her heart stand still. 

''What is that you said?" she cried to the elder 
boatman. 

He did not answer, but solemnly paddled onward. 

"Answer me," demanded Miss Sommerton. 
"What is that you said about the gentleman who 
went up with us this morning ? " 

" I said," replied the half-breed, with a grim 
severity that even the remembrance of gifts of tobacco 
could not mitigate, "that the canoe belonged to him 
to-day." 

" How dare you say such a thing ! The canoe was 
mine. Mr. Mason gave it to me. It was mine for 
to-day." 
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*^ I know nothing about that/' returned the boat- 
man doggedly ; '^ but I do know that three days ago 
Mr. Mason came to me with this gentleman's letter 
in his hand and said, ' Pierre, Mr. Trenton is to have 
the canoe for Tuesday. See it is in good order, and 
no one else is to have it for that day.' That is what 
Mr. Mason said, and when they were down at the 
canoe this morning, Mr. Mason asked Mr. Trenton 
if he would let you go up to the falls in his canoe, and 
he said .'Yes.'" 

Miss Sommerton sat there too horrified to speak. 
A wild resentment against the duplicity of Ed. Mason 
arose for a moment in her heart, but it speedily sank 
as she viewed her own conduct in the light of this 
astounding revelation. She had abused an unknown 
gentleman like a pickpocket, and had finally gone 
off with his canoe, leaving him marooned, as it 
were, to whose courtesy she was indebted for being 
there at all. Overcome by the thoughts that crowded 
so quickly upon her,- she buried her face in her hands 
and wept. But this was only for an instant. Baising 
her head again, with the imperious air characteristic 
of her, she said to the boatman — 

" Turn back at once, please." 

''We are almost there now,'' he answered, amazed 
at the feminine inconsistency of the command. 

" Turn back at once, I say. You are not too tired 
to paddle up the river again, are you ? " 

" No, madame," he answered, " but it is so useless; 
we are almost there. We shall land you, and then 
the canoe will go up lighter." 

" I wish to go with you. Do what I tell you, and I 
will pay you." 
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The stolid boatman gave the command ; the man 
at the bow paddled one way, while the man at the 
stern paddled another, and the canoe swung round 
up-stream again. 



CHAPTER IV. 

The sun had gone down when Miss Sommerton put 
her foot once more on the landing. 

*' We will go and search for him," said the boat- 
man. 

" Stay where you are,*' she commanded, and dis- 
appeared swiftly up the path. Expecting to find him 
still at the falls, she faced the prospect of a good mile 
of rough walking in the gathering darkness without 
flinching. But at the brow of the hill, within hearing 
distance of the landing, she found the man of whom 
she was in search. In her agony of mind Miss 
Sommerton had expected to come upon him pacing 
moodily up and down before the falls, meditating 
on the ingratitude of womankind. She discovered 
him in a much less romantic attitude. He was lying 
at full length below a white birch tree, with his 
camera-box under his head for a pillow. It was evi- 
dent he had seen enough of the Shawenegan Falls for 
one day, and doubtless, because of the morning s 
early rising, and the day's long journey, had fallen 
soundly asleep. His soft felt hat lay on the ground 
beside him. Miss Sommerton looked at him for a 
moment, and thought bitterly of Mason's additional 
perjury in swearing that he was an elderly man. 
True, his hair was tinged with grey at the temples. 
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but there was nothing elderly about his appearance. 
MisB Sommerton bsw that he was a handsome man, 
and wondered this had escaped her notice before, for- 
getting that she had scarcely deigned to look at him- 
She thought he had spoken to her with inexcusable 
bluutuesB at the falls, in refusing to destroy his plate ; 



He tnia li/ing at/uU Ungtli, viith hia cameia-biKc under }ii$ liead 
for a pillow. 

but she now remembered with compunction that he 
had made no allusion to his ownership of the boat 
for that day, while she had boasted that it was hers. 
She determined to return and send one of the boat- 
men up to awaken him, but at that moment Trenton 
suddenly opened his eyes, as a person often does 
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when some one looks at him in his sleep. He sprang 
quickly to his feet, and put up his hand in bewilder- 
ment to remove his hat, but found it wasn't there. 
Then he laughed uncomfortably, stooping to pick it 
up again. 

*' I — I — I wasn't expecting visitors," he stammered. 

''Why did you not tell me," she said, "that 
Mr. Mason had promised you the boat for the day ? " 

" Good gracious ! " cried Trenton, " has Ed. Mason 
told you that ? " 

'*I have not seen Mr. Mason," she replied; ''I 
found it out by catching an accidental remark made 
by one of the boatmen. I desire very humbly to 
apologize to you for my conduct." 

" Oh, that doesn't matter at all, I assure you." 

" What ! My conduct doesn't ? " 

*'No, I didn't mean quite that; but I Of 

course, you did treat me rather abruptly ; but then, 
you know, I saw how it was. You looked on me as 
an interloper, as it were, and I think you were quite 
justified, you know, in speaking as you did. I am a 
very poor hand at conversing with ladies, even at my 
best, and I am not at my best to-day. I had to get 
up too early, so there is no doubt what I said was said 
very awkwardly indeed. But it really doesn't matter, 
you know — that is, it doesn't matter about anything 
you said." 

" I think it matters very much — at least, it matters 
very much to me. I shall always regret having treated 
you as I did, and I hope you will forgive me for 
having done so." 

" Oh, that's all right," said Mr. Trenton, swinging 
his camera over his shoulder. ''It is getting dark^ 
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Miss Sommerton ; I think we should hurry down to 
the canoe."^ 

As they walked down the hill together, he con- 
tinued — 

" I wish you would let me give you a little lesson 
in photography, if you don't mind/' 

" I have very little interest in photography, 
especially in amateur photography," replied Miss 
Sommerton, with a partial return of her old reserve. 

" Oh, I don't wish to make an amateur photographer 
of you. You sketch very nicely, and " 

** How do you know that ? " asked Miss Sommerton, 
turning quickly towards him : " you have never seen 
any of my sketches." 

"Ah, well," stammered Trenton, **no — ^that is — 
you know — are not those water-colours in Mason's 
house yours?" 

"Mr. Mason has some of my sketches. I didn't 
know you had seen them." 

"Well, as I was saying," continued Trenton, "I 
have no desire to convert vou to the beauties of 
amateur photography. I admit the results in many 
cases are very bad. I am afraid if you saw the 
pictures I take myself you would not be much in love 
with the art. But what I wish to say is in mitigation 
of my refusal to destroy the plate when you asked 
me to." 

" Oh, I beg you will not mention that, or refer to 
anything at all I have said to you. I assure you it 
pains me very much, and you know I have apologized 
once or twice already." 

" Oh, it isn't that. The apology should come from 
pae; but I thought I would like to explain why it is 
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that I did not take your picture, as you thought I 
did," 

*'Not take my picture ? Why I saw you take it. 
You admitted yourself you took it." 

" Well, you see, that is what I want to explain, I 
took your picture, and then again I didn't take it. 
This is how it is with amateur photography. Your 
picture on the plate will be a mere shadow, a dim 
outline, nothing more. No one can tell who it is. 
You see, it is utterly impossible to take a dark object 
and one in pure white at the instantaneous snap. If 
the picture of the falls is at all correct, as I expect it 
will be, then your picture will be nothing but a shadow 
unrecognizable by any one." 

"But they do take pictures with the cataract as 
a background, do they not ? I am sure I have seen 
photos of groups taken at Niagara Falls ; in fact, 
I have seen groups being posed in public for that 
purpose, and very silly they looked, I must say. I 
presume that is one of the things that has prejudiced 
me so much against the camera." 

" Those pictures, Miss Sommerton, are not genuine ; 
they are not at all what they pretend to be. The 
prints that you have seen are the results of the 
manipulation of two separate plates, one of the plates 
containing the group or the person photographed, 
and the other an instantaneous picture of the falls* 
If you look closely at one of those pictures you will 
see a little halo of light or dark around the person 
photographed. That, to an experienced photographer, 
shows the double printing. In fact, it is double 
dealing all round. The deluded victim of the camera 
imagines that the pictures he gets of the falls, with 
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himself in the foreground, is really a picture of the 
falls taken at the time he is being photographed. 
Whereas, in the picture actually taken of him, the 
falls themselves are hopelessly over-exposed, and do 
not appear at all on the plate. So with the instan- 
taneous picture I took ; there will really be nothing 
of you on that plate that you would recognize as 
yourself. That was why I refused to destroy it." 

" I am afraid," said Miss Sommerton, sadly, *' you 
are trying to make my punishment harder and harder. 
I believe in reality you are very cruel. You know 
how badly I feel about the whole matter, and now 
even the one little point that apparently gave me any 
excuse is taken away by your scientific explana- 
tion." 

" Candidly, Miss Sommerton, I am more of a culprit 
than you imagine, and I suppose it is the tortures 
of a guilty conscience that caused me to make this 
explanation. I shall now confess without reserve. 
As you sat there with your head in your hand looking 
at the falls, I deliberately and with malice aforethought 
took a timed picture, which, if developed, will reveal 
you exactly as you sat, and which will not show the 
falls at all." 

Miss Sommerton walked in silence beside him, and 
he could not tell just how angry she might be. 
Finally he said, " I shall destroy that plate, if you 
order me to." 

Miss Sommerton made no reply, until they were 
nearly at the canoe. Then she looked up at him 
with a smile, and said, '' I think it a pity to destroy 
any pictures you have had such trouble to obtain." 

*' Thank you. Miss Sommerton," said the artist. 
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He helped her into the canoe in the gathering dusk, 
and then sat down himself. But neither of them 
saw the look of anxiety on the face of the elder boat- 
man. He knew the Eiver St. Maurice. 



/^ 



CHAPTEE V. 

From the words the elder boatman rapidly addressed 
to the younger, it was evident to Mr. Trenton that 
the half-breed was anxious to pass the rapids before 
it became very much darker. 

The landing is at the edge of comparatively still 
water. At the bottom of the falls the river turns 
an acute angle and flows to the west. At the 
landing it turns with equal abruptness, and flows 
south. 

The short westward section of the river from the 
falls to the point where they landed is a wild, 
turbulent rapid, in which no boat can live for a 
moment. From the Point downwards, although the 
water is covered with foam, only one dangerous 
place has to be passed. Toward that spot the 
stalwart half-breeds bent all their energy in forcing 
the canoe down with the current. The canoe shot 
over the darkening rapid with the speed of an arrow. 
If but one or two persons had been in it, the chances 
are the passage would have been made in safety. As 
it was one wrong turn of the paddle by the younger 
half-breed did the mischief. The bottom barely 
touched a sharp-pointed bidden rock, and in an 
instant the canoe was slit open as with a knife. 

As he sat there Trentojn felt .the cold water rise 
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around him with a quickness that prevented his 
doing anything, even if he had known what to do. 

*^ Sit still ! '* cried the elder boatman ; and then to 
the younger he shouted sharply, *' The shore ! " 

They were almost under the hanging trees when 
the four found themselves in the water. Trenton 
grasped an overhanging branch with one hand, and 
with the other caught Miss Sommerton by the arm. 
For a moment it was doubtful whether the branch 
would hold. The current was very swift, and it threw 
each of them against the rock bank, and bent the 
branch down into the water. 

'' Catch hold of me ! " cried Trenton. '' Catch hold 
of my coat ; I need both hands." 

Miss Sommerton, who had acted with commend- 
able bravery throughout, did as she was directed. 
Trenton, with his released hand, worked himself 
slowly up the branch, hand over hand, and finally 
catching a sapling that grew close to the water's 
edge, with a firm hold, reached down and helped Miss 
Sommerton on the bank. Then he slowly drew 
himself up to a safe position and looked around for 
any signs of the boatmen. He shouted loudly, but 
there was no answer. 

"Are they drowned, do you think?" asked Miss 
Sommerton, anxiously. 

" No, I don't suppose they are ; I don't think you 
could drown a half-breed. They have done their best 
to drown us, and as we have escaped I see no reason 
why they should drown." 

*' Oh, it's all my fault ! all my fault ! " wailed Miss 
Sommerton. 

" It is, indeed," answered Trenton, briefly. 
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She tried to straighten herself up, but, too wet and 
chilled and limp to be heroic, she sank on a rock and 
began to cry. 

''Please don't do that,'* said the artist softly. 
*' Of course I shouldn't have agreed with you. I beg 
pardon for having done so, but now that we are here, 
you are not to shirk your share of the duties. I want 
you to search around and get materials for a fire." 

'' Search around ? " cried Miss Sommerton dole- 
fully. 

'*Yes, search around. Hunt, as you Americans 
say. You have got us into this scrape, so I don't 
propose you shall sit calmly by and not take any of 
the consequences." 

''Do you mean to insult me, Mr. Trenton, now 
that I am helpless ? " 

" If it is an insult to ask you to get up and gather 
some wood and bring it here, then I do mean to 
insult you most emphatically. I shall gather some, 
too, for we shall need a quantity of it." 

Miss Sommerton rose indignantly, and was on the 
point of threatening to leave the place, when a 
moment's reflection showed her that she didn't know 
where to go, and remembering she was not as brave 
in the darkness and in the woods as in Boston, she 
meekly set about the search for dry twigs and sticks. 
Flinging down the bundle near the heap Trenton had 
already collected, the young woman burst into a 
laugh. 

" Do you see anything particularly funny in the 
situation?" asked Trenton, with chattering teeth. 
" I confess I do not." 

" The funniness of the situation is that we should 

N 
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gather wood, when, if there is a match in your 
pocket, it must be so wet as to be useless.'* 

''Oh, not at all. You must remember I come 
from a very damp climate, and we take care of our 
matches there. I have been in the water before now 
on a tramp, and my matches are in a silver case 
warranted to keep out the wet." As he said this 
Trenton struck a light, and applied it to the small 
twigs and dry autumn leaves. The flames flashed up 
through the larger sticks, and in a very few moments 
a cheering fire was blazing, over which Trenton threw 
armful after armful of the wood he had collected. 

" Now," said the artist, *' if you will take off what 
outer wraps you have on, we can spread them here, 
and dry them. Then if you sit, first facing the fire 
and next with your back to it, and maintain a sort of 
rotatory motion, it will not be long before you are 
reasonably dry and warm." 

Miss Sommerton laughed, but there was not much 
merriment in her laughter. 

''Was there ever anything so supremely ridicu- 
lous?" she said. "A gentleman from England 
gathering sticks, and a lady from Boston gyrating 
before the fire. I am glad you are not a newspaper 
man, for you might be tempted to write about the 
situation for some sensational paper." 

" How do you know I am not a journalist ? " 

" Well, I hope you are not. I thought you were a 
photographer." 

" Oh, not a professional photographer, you know." 

" I am sorry ; I prefer the professional to the 
amateur." 

" I like to hear you say that." 
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" Why ? It is not very complimentary, I am sure." 

'* The very reason I like to hear you say it. If 
you were complimentary I would be afraid you were 
going to take a chill and be ill after this disaster ; 
but now that you are yourself again, I have no such 
fear," 

" Myself again ! " blazed the young woman. 
'* What do you know about me ? How do you know 
whether I am myself or somebody else ? I am sure 
our acquaintance has been very short." 

" Counted by time, yes. But an incident like this, 
in the wilderness, does more to form a friendship, or 
the reverse, than years of ordinary acquaintance in 
Boston or London. You ask how I know that you 
are yourself. Shall I tell you ? " 

" If you please." 

" Well, I imagine you are a young lady who has 
been spoilt. I think probably you are rich, and have 
had a good deal of your own way in this world. In 
fact, I take it for granted that you have never met 
any one who frankly told you your faults. Even if 
such good fortune had been yours, I doubt if you would 
have profited by it* A snub would have been the 
reward of the courageous person who told Miss Som- 
merton her failings." 

" I presume you have courage enough to tell me 
my faults without the fear of a snub before your 
eyes." 

'* I have the courage, yes. You see I have already 
received the snub three or four times, and it has lost 
its terrors for me.'' 

" In that case, will you be kind enough to tell me- 
what you consider my faults ? *' 
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'* If you wish me to." 

'' I do wish it;' 

*' Well, then, one of them is inordinate pride/' 

*' Do you think pride a fault ? '* 

*' It is not usually reckoned one of the virtues.'* 

**In this country, Mr. Trenton, we consider that 
every person should have a certain amount of 
pride." 

'* A certain amount may be all right. It depends 
entirely on how much the certain amount is." 

*' Well, now for fault No. 2." 

" Fault No. 2 is a disregard on your part for the 
feelings of others. This arises, I imagine, partly 
from fault No. 1. You are in the habit of classing 
the great mass of the public very much beneath you 
in intellect and other qualities, and you forget that 
persons whom you may perhaps dislike, have feelings 
which you have no right to ignore." 

"I presume you refer to this morning," said Miss 
Sommerton, seriously. **I apologized for that two 
or three times, I think. I have always understood 
that a gentleman regards an apology from another 
gentleman as blotting out the original offence. Why 
should he not regard it in the same light when it 
comes from a woman ? " 

" Oh, now you are making a personal matter of it 
I am talking in an entirely impersonal sense. I am 
merely giving you, with brutal rudeness, opinions 
formed on a very short acquaintance. Eemember, I 
have done so at your own request." 

*' I am very much obliged to you, I am sure. I 
think you are more than half right. I hope the list 
is not much longer." 
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" No, the list ends there. I suppose you imagine 
that I am one of the rudest men you ever met ? '* 

^\ No, we generally expect rudeness from English- 
men." 

*' Oh, do you really ? Then I am oiily keeping up 
the reputation my countrymen have already acquired 
in America. Have you had the pleasure of meeting 
a rude Englishman before ? '* 

"No, I can't say that I have. Most Englishmen 
I have met have been what we call very gentlemanly 
indeed. But the rudest letter I ever received was 
from an Englishman ; not only rude, but ungrateful, 
for I had bought at a very high price one of his 
landscapes. He was John Trenton, the artist, of 
London. Do you know him ? '* 

'*Yes," hesitated Trenton, "I know him. I may 
say I know him very well. In fact, he is a namesake 
of mine." 

''Why, how curious it is I had never thought of 

that. Is your first name J , the same as 

his?" 
'' Yes." 

" Not a relative, is he ? " 

** Well, no. I don't think I can call him a relative. 
I don't know that I can even go so far as to call him 
my friend, but he is an acquaintance." 

*'0h, tell me about him," cried Miss Sommerton, 
enthusiastically. '*He is one of the Englishmen I 
have longed very much to meet." 

** Then you forgave him his rude letter ? " 

'* Oh, I forgave that long ago. I don't know that 
it was rude, after all. It was truthful. I presume 
the truth offended me." 
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"Well," said Trenton,. " truth has to be handled 
very delicately, or it is apt to give offence. You bought 
a landscape of his, did you? Which one, do you 
remember ? " 

" It was a picture of the Thames valley." 

"Ah, I don't recall it at the moment. A rather 
hackneyed subject, too. Probably he sent it to 
America because he couldn't sell it in England." 

"Oh, I suppose you think we buy anything here 
that the English refuse. I beg to inform you this 
picture had a place in the Boyal Academy, and was 
very highly spoken of by the critics. I bought it in 
England." 

"Oh yes, I remember it now, *The Thames at 
Bonning.' Still, it was a hackneyed subject, although 
reasonably well treated." 

"Reasonably well! I think it one of the finest 
landscape pictures of the century." 

" Well, in that at least Trenton would agree with 
you." 

" He is very conceited, you mean ? " 

"Even his enemies admit that." 

" I don't believe it. I don't believe a man of such 
talent could be so conceited." 

"Then, Miss Sommerton, allow me to say you 
have very little knowledge of human nature. It is 
only reasonable that a great man should know he is 
a great man. Most of our great men are conceited. 
I would like to see Trenton's letter to you. I could 
then have a good deal of amusement at his expense 
when I get back." 

" Well, in that case I can assure you that you will 
never see the letter." 
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" Ah, you destroyed it, did you ? " 
" Not for that reason." 

*' Then you did destroy it ? " 

*' I tore it up, but on second thoughts I pasted it 
together again, and have it still." 

" In that case, why should you object to showing 
me the letter ? " 

'^Well, because I think it rather unusual for a 
lady to be asked by a gentleman to show him a 
letter that has been written to her by another 
gentleman." 

*'In matters of the heart that is true; but in 
matters of art it is not." 

'* Is that intended for a pun ? " 

"It is as near to one as I ever allow myself to 
come. I should like very much to see Mr. Trenton's 
letter. It was probably brutally rude. I know the 
man, you see." 

*' It was nothing of the sort," replied Miss Som- 
merton, hotly. "It was a truthful, well-meant 
letter." 

" And yet you tore it up ? " 

" But that was the first impulse. The pasting it 
together was the apology." 

" And you will not show it to me ? " 

" No, I will not." 

" Did you answer it ? " 

"I will tell you nothing more about it. I am 
sorry I spoke of the letter at all. You don't appreciate 
Mr. Trenton's work." 

" Oh, I beg your pardon, I do. He has no greater 
admirer in England than I am — except himself, of 
course," 
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" I suppose it makes no difference to you to know 
that I don't like a remark like that/' 

"Oh, I thought it would please you. You see, 
with the exception of myself, Mr. Trenton is about 
the rudest man in England. In fact, I begin to 
suspect it was Mr. Trenton's letter that led you to a 
wholesale condemning of the English race, for you 
admit the Englishmen you have met were not 
rude." 

** You forget I have met you since then." 

"Well bowled, as we say in cricket." 

" Has Mr. Trenton many friends in London ? " 

"Not a great number. He is a man who sticks 
rather closely to his work, and, as I said before, he 
prides himself on telling the truth. That doesn't do 
in London any more than it does in Boston." 

" Well, I honour him for it." 

"Oh, certainly; everybody does in the abstract. 
But it is not a quality that tends to the making or 
the keeping of friends, you know." . 

" If you see Mr. Trenton when you return, I wish 
you would tell him there is a lady in America who is 
a friend of his ; and if he has any pictures the people 
over there do not appreciate, ask him to send them to 
Boston, and his friend will buy them." 

"Then you must be rich, for his pictures bring 
very good prices, even in England." 

" Yes," said Miss Sommerton, " I am rich." 

"Well, I suppose it's very jolly to be rich," replied 
the artist, with a sigh. 

" You are not rich, then, I imagine ? " 

" No, I am not. That is, not compared with your 
American fortunes. I have enough of money to let 
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me roam around the world if I wish to, and get half 

drowned in the St. Maurice Eiver." 
" Oh, la it not strange that we have heard nothing 

from those boatmen ? Tou surely don't imagine they 

could have been drowned ? " 

"I hardly think so. Still, it is quite possible." 
"Oh, don't say that; it makes me feel like a 

murderer." 



" You are nol ti^, then, I imagine f " 

" Well, I think it was a good deal your fault, don't 
you know." 

MisB Sommerton looked at him. 

" Have I not been punished enough already ? " she 
said. 

" For the death of two men^-if they are dead ? 
Bless me ! no. Do you imagine for a moment there 
is any relation between the punishment and the 
fault ? " 
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Miss Sommerton buried her face in her hands. 

" Oh, I take that back," said Trenton. " I didn't 
mean to say such a thing." 

" It is the truth — it is the truth ! " wailed the 
young woman. **Do you honestly think they did 
not reach the shore ? " 

** Of course they did. If you want to know what 
has happened, I'll tell you exactly, and back my 
opinion by a bet if you like. An Englishman is 
always ready to back his opinion, you know. Those 
two men swam with the current until they came to 
some landing-place. They evidently think we are 
drowned. Nevertheless, they are now making their 
way through the woods to the settlement. Then 
comes the hubbub. Mason will stir up the neigh- 
bourhood, and the men who are back from the woods 
with the other canoes will be roused and pressed 
into service, and some time to-night we will be 
rescued." 

"Oh, I hope that is the case," cried Miss Som- 
merton, looking brightly at him. 

'* It is the case. Will you bet about it ? " 

" I never bet," said Miss Sommerton. 

" Ah, well, you miss a good deal of fun then. You 
see I am a bit of a mind reader. I can tell just about 
where the men are now." 

" I don't believe much in mind reading." 

"Don't you? Shall I give you a specimen of it? 
Take that letter we have spoken so much about. If 
you think it over in your mind I will read you the 
letter — ^not word for word, perhaps, but I shall give 
you the gist of it, at least." 

"Oh, impossible !" 



r- 
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*' Do you remember it ? " 

" I have it with me." 

" Oh, have you ? Then, if you wish to preserve it, 
you should spread it out upon the ground to dry 
before the fire." 

"There is no need of my producing the letter," 
replied Miss Sommerton; ''I remember every word 
of it." 

** Very well, just think it over in your mind, 
and see if I cannot repeat it. Are you thinking 
about it ? " 

" Yes, I am thinking about it." 

'* Here goes, then. ' Miss Edith Sommerton ' " 

" Wrong," said that young lady. 

** The Sommerton is right, is it not ? " 

'* Yes, but the first name is not." 

" What is it, then ? " 

" I shall not tell you." 

" Oh, very well. Miss Sommerton, — ' I have some 
hesitation in answering your letter.* Oh, by the way, 
I forgot the address. That is the first sentence of 
the letter, but the address is some number which I 
cannot quite see, ' Beacon Street, Boston.* Is there 
any such street in that city ? " 

"There is," said Miss Sommerton. "What a 
question to ask." 

"Ah, then Beacon Street is one of the principal 
streets, is it?" 

" One of them ? It is the street. It is Boston." 

"Very good. I wiU now proceed with the letter. 
*I have some hesitation in answering your letter, 
because the sketches you send are so bad, that it 
seems to me no one could seriously forward them to 
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an artist for critieisiD. However, if you really deaire 
criticism, and if the pictures are sent in good faith, I 
may say I see in them no merit whatever, not even 
good drawing ; while the colours are put on in a way 
that would seem to indicate you have not yet learned 
the fundamental principle of mixing the paints. 



"BMflon Street it Boeton." 

If you are thinking of earning a livelihood with your 
pencil, I strongly advise you to abandon the idea. 
But if you are a lady of leisure and wealth, I suppose " 
there is no harm in your continuing as long as you 
see fit. — Tours truly, John Trektos.' " 

Miss Sommerton, whose eyes had opened wider 
and wider as this reading went on, said sharply— 
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" He has shown you the letter. You have seen it 
before it was sent." 

** I admit that/' said the artist. 

" Well — I will believe all you like to say about Mr. 
John Trenton/' 

" Now, stop a moment ; do not be too sweeping in 
your denunciation of him. I know that Mr. Trenton 
showed the letter to no one." 

• " Why, I thought you said a moment ago that he 
showed it to you." 

**He did. Yet no one but himself saw the 
letter." 
' The young lady sprang to her feet. 

" Are you, then, John Trenton, the artist ? " 

*' Miss Sommerton, I have to plead guilty." 



CHAPTEE VI. 

Miss Eva Sommerton and Mr. John Trenton stood on 
opposite sides of the blazing fire and looked at each 
other. A faint smile hovered around the lips of the 

artist, but Miss Sommerton' s face was very serious. 
She was the first to speak. 

"It seems to me," she said, "that there is some- 
thing about all this that smacks of false pretences." 

" On my part. Miss Sommerton ? " 

" Certainly on your part. You must have known 
all along that I was the person who had written the 
letter to you. I think, when you found that out, you 
should have spoken of it." 

" Then you do not give me credit for the honesty of 
speaking now. You ought to know that I need not 
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have spoken at all, unless I wished to be very honest 
about the matter." 

*'Yes, there is that to be said in your favour, of 
course." 

*' Well, Miss Sommerton, I hope you will consider 
anything that happens to be in my favour. You see, 
we are really old friends, after all." 

" Old enemies, you mean." 

"Oh, I don't know about that. I would rather 
look on myself as your friend than your enemy." 

** The letter you wrote me was not a very friendly 
one." 

*' I am not so sure. We differ on that point, you 
know." 

** I am afraid we differ on almost every point." 

" No, I differ with you there again. Still, I must 
admit I would prefer being your enemy " 

"To being my friend?" said Miss Sommerton, 
quickly. 

"No, to being entirely indifferent to you." 

"Eeally, Mr. Trenton, we are getting along very 
rapidly, are we not ? " said the young lady, without 
looking up at him. 

" Now, I am pleased to be able to agree with you 
there. Miss Sommerton. As I said before, an 
incident like this does more to ripen acquaintance 

or friendship, or " The young man hesitated, 

and did not complete his sentence. 

"Well," said the artist, after a pause, "which is 
it to be, friends or enemies ? " 

"It shall be exactly as you say," she replied. 

" If you leave the choice to me, I shall say friends. 
Let us shake hands on that." 
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She held out her hand frankly to him as he crossed 
over to her side, and as he took it in his own, a 
strange thrill passed through him, and acting on the 
impulse of the moment, he drew her towards him 
and kissed her. 

"How dare you!" she cried, drawing herself 
indignantly from him. *'Do you think I am some 
backwoods girl who is flattered by your preference 
after a day's acquaintance ? *' 

*'Not a day's acquaintance. Miss Sommerton — a 
year, two years, ten years. In fact, I feel as though 
I had known you all my life." 

*' You certainly act as if you had. I did think for 
some time past that you were a gentleman. But you 
take advantage now of my unprotected position." 

"Miss Sommerton, let me humbly apologize ! " 

"I shall not accept your apology. It cannot be 
apologized for. I must ask you not to speak to me 
again until Mr. Mason comes. You may consider 
yourself very fortunate when I tell you I shall say 
nothing of what has passed to Mr. Mason when he 
arrives." 

John Trenton made no reply, but gathered another 
armful of wood and flung it on the fire. 

Miss Sommerton sat very dejectedly looking at the 
embers. 

For half an hour neither of them said anything. 

Suddenly Trenton jumped up and listened intently. 

" What is it ? " cried Miss Sommerton, startled by 
his action. 

"Now," said Trenton, "that is unfair. If I am 
not to be allowed to speak to you, you must not ask 
me any questions." 
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'*I beg your pardon," said Miss Sommerton, 
curtly, 

*'But really I wanted to say something, and I 
wanted you to be the first to break the contract 
imposed. May I say what I wish to ? I have just 
thought about something." 

* * If you have thought of anything that will help 
us out of our difiSculty, I shall be very glad to hear it 
indeed." 

"I don't know that it will help us out of our 
difficulties, but I think it will help us now that we're 
in them. You know, I. presume, that my camera, 
like John Brown's knapsack, was strapped on my 
back, and that it is one of the few things rescued from 
the late disaster ? " 

He paused for a reply, but she said nothing. She 
evidently was not interested in his camera. 

*' Now, that camera-box is water-tight. It is really 
a very natty arrangement, although you regard it so 
scornfully." 

He paused a second time, but there was no reply. 

" Very well ; packed in that box is, first the camera, 
then the dry plates, but most important of all, there 
are at least two or three very nice Three Eiver sand- 
wiches. What do you say to our having supper ? " 

Miss Sommerton smiled in spite of herself, and 
Trenton busily unstrapped the camera-box, pulled out 
the little instrument, and fished up from the bottom 
a neatly-folded white table-napkin, in which were 
wrapped several sandwiches. 

**Now," he continued, "I have a folding drinking- 
cup and a flask of sherry. It shows how absent- 
minded I am, for I ought to have thought of the 
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wine long ago. You should have had a glass of 
sherry the moment we landed here. By the way, I 
wanted to say, and I say it now in case I shall forget 
it, that when I ordered you so unceremoniously to go 
around picking up sticks for the fire, it was not because 
I needed assistance, but to keep you, if possible, from 
getting a chill.*' 

"Very kind of you," remarked Miss Sommerton. 

But the Englishman could not tell whether she 
meant just what she said or not. 

** I wish you would admit that you are hungry. 
Have you had anything to eat to-day ? " 

" I had, I am ashamed to confess," she answered. 
" I took lunch with me and I ate it coming down in 
the canoe. That was what troubled me about you. 
I was afraid you had eaten nothing all day, and I 
wished to oflfer you some lunch when we were in the 
canoe, but scarcely liked to. I thought we would 
soon reach the settlement. I am very glad you have 
sandwiches with you." 

"How little you Americans really know of the 
great British nation, after all. Now, if there is one 
thing more than another that an Englishman looks 
after, it is the commissariat." 

After a moment's silence he said — 

" Don't you think. Miss Sommerton, that notwith- 
standing any accident or disaster, or misadventure 
that may have happened, we might get back at least 
on the old enemy footing again? I would like to 
apologize " — he paused for a moment, and added, 
"for the letter I wrote you ever so many years 
ago." 

" There seem to be too many apologies between 
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US," she replied. *' I shall neither give nor take any 



more.** 



"Well,** he answered, "I think after all that is 
the best way. You ought to treat me rather kindly 
though, because you are the cause of my being 
here.** 

" That is one of the many things I have apologized 
for. You surely do not wish to taunt me with it 
again ? ** 

" Oh, I don't mean the recent accident. I mean 
being here in America. Your sketches of the 
Shawenegan Falls, and your description of the 
Quebec district, brought me out to America; and, 
added to that — I expected to meet you." 

'* To meet me ? ** 

" Certainly. Perhaps you don't know that I called 
at Beacon Street, and found you were from home — 
with friends in Canada, they said — and I want to say, 
in self-defence, that I came very well introduced. I 
brought letters to people in Boston of the most 
undoubted respectability, and to people in New York, 
who are as near the social equals of the Boston 
people as it is possible for mere New York persons to 
be. Among other letters of introduction I had two 
to you. I saw the house in Beacon Street. So, 
you see, I have no delusions about your being a 
backwoods girl, as you charged me with having a 
short time since.** 

**I would rather not refer to that again, if you 
please.** 

" Very well. Now, I have one question to ask you 
— one request to make. Have I your permission to 
make it ? ** 
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" It depends entirely on what your request is/' 

*'0f course, in that case you cannot tell until I 
make it. So I shall now make my request, and I 
want you to remember, before you refuse it, that you 
are indebted to me for supper. Miss Sommerton, 
give me a plug of tobacco." 

Miss Sommerton stood up in dumb amazement. 

*' You see," continued the artist, paying no heed 
to her evident resentment, " I have lost my tobacco 
in the marine disaster, but luckily I have my pipe. 
I admit the scenery is beautiful here, if we could only 
see it ; but darkness is all around, although the moon 
is risihg. It can therefore be no desecration for "me 
to smoke a pipeful of tobacco, and I am sure the 
tobacco you keep will be the very best that can 
be bought. Won't you grant my request. Miss 
Sommerton?" 

At first Miss Sommerton seemed to resent the 
audacity of this request. Then a conscious light 
came into her face, and instinctively her hand pressed 
the side of her dress where her pocket was supposed 
to be. 

"Now,'* said the artist, ''don't deny that you have 
the tobacco. I told you I was a bit of a mind reader, 
and besides, I have been informed that young ladies 
in America are rarely without the weed, and that 
they only keep the best." 

The situation was too ridiculous for Miss Som- 
merton to remain very long indignant about it. So 
she put her hand in her pocket and drew out a plug 
of tobacco, and with a bow handed it to the artist. 

** Thanks," he replied; ''I shall borrow a pipeful 
and give you back the remainder. Have you ever 
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tried the English birdseye ? I assure you it is a very 
nice smoking tobacco." 

" I presume," said Miss Sommerton, " the boatmen 
told you I always gave them some tobacco when I 
came up to see the falls ? '' 

"Ah, you will doubt my mind-reading gift. Well, 
honestly, they did tell me, and I thought perhaps 
you might by good luck have it with you now. 
Besides, you know, wasn't there the least bit of 
humbug about your objection to smoking as we came 
up the river ? If you really object to smoking, of 
course I shall not smoke now.** 

" Oh, I haven't the least objection to it. I am 
sorry I have not a good cigar to offer you." 

" Thank you. But this is quite as acceptable. 
We rarely use plug tobacco in England,, but I find 
some of it in this country is very good indeed." 

" I must confess," said Miss Sommerton, "that I 
have very little interest in the subject of tobacco. 
But I cannot see why we should not have good 
tobacco in this country. We grow it here." 

" That's so, when you come to think of it," answered 
the artist. 

Trenton sat with his back against the tree, smoking 
in a meditative manner, and watching the flicker 
of the firelight on the face of his companion, whose 
thoughts seemed to be concentrated on the embers. 

"Miss Sommerton," he said at last, "I would 
like permission to ask you a second question." 

" You have it," replied that lady, without looking 
up. "But to prevent disappointment, I may say 
this is all the tobacco I have. .The rest I left in the 
canoe when I went up to the falls." 
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" I shall try to bear the disappoiDtment as well aB 
I may. But in this case the question is of a very 
different nature. I don't know just exactly how to 
put it. You may have noticed that I am rather 
awkward when it comes to saying the right thing at 



Smoking in a medilnfice manner. 

the right time. I have not been mnch accustomed 
to society, and I am rather a blunt man." 

" Many persons," said Miss Sommerton with some 
severity, " pride themselves on their bluntness. 
They seem to think it an excuse for saving rude 
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things. There is a sort of superstition that bluntness 
and honesty go together." 

" Well, that is not very encouraging. However, I 
do not pride myself on my bluntness, but rather 
regret it. I was merely stating a condition of things, 
not making a boast. In this instance I imagine I 
can show that honesty is the accompaniment. The 
question I wished to ask was something like this : 
Suppose I had had the chance to present to you my 
letters of introduction, and suppose that we had 
known each other for some time, and suppose that 
everything had been very conventional, instead of 
somewhat unconventional ; supposing all this, would 
you have deemed a recent action of mine so unpardon- 
able as you did a while ago ? " 

** You said you were not referring to smoking." 
*' Neither am I. I am referring to my having 
kissed you. There's bluntness for you.*' 

*' My dear sir," replied Miss Sommerton, shading 
her face with her hand, "you know nothing whatever 
of me." 

** That is rather evading the question." 
'* Well, then, I know nothing whatever of you." 
'' That is the second evasion. I am taking it 
for granted that we each know something of the 
other." 

'' I should think it would depend entirely on how 
the knowledge influenced each party in the case. It 
is such a purely supposititious state of things that I 
cannot see how I can answer your question. I suppose 
you have heard the adage about not crossing a bridge 
until you come to it ? " 

" I thought it was a stream." 
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"Well, a stream then. The principle is the 
same." 

"I was afraid I would not be able to put the 
question in a way to make you understand it. I 
shall now fall back on my bluntness again, and with 
this question, are you betrothed?" 

" We generally call it engaged in this country." 

"Then I shall translate my question into the 
language of the country, and ask if " 

" Oh, don't ask it, please. I shall answer before 
you do ask it by saying. No. I do not know why I 
should countenance your bluntness, as you call it, 
by giving you an answer to such a question ; but I 
do so on condition that the question is the last." 

" But the second question cannot be the last. 
There is always the third reading of a bill. The 
auctioneer usually cries, * Third and last time,' not 
' Second and last time,' and the banns of approaching 
marriage are called out three times. So, you see, 
I have the right to ask you one more question." 

"Very well. A person may sometimes have the 
right to do a thing, and yet be very foolish in exer- 
cising that right." 

"I accept your warning," said the artist, "and 
reserve my right." 

" What time is it, do you think ? " she asked him. 

" I haven't the least idea," he replied; "my watch 
has stopped. That case was warranted to resist 
water, but I doubt if it has done so." 

" Don't you think that if the men managed to 
save themselves they would have been here by this 
time ? " 

" I am sure I don't know. I have no idea of the 
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distance. Perhaps they may have taken it for 
granted we are drowned, and so there is one chance 
in a thousand that they may not come back at all/' 

" Oh, I do not think such a thing is possible. The 
moment Mr. Mason heard of the disaster he would 
come without delay. No matter what he might believe 
the result of the accident to be." 

" Yes, I think you are right. I shall try to get out 
on this point and see if I can discover anything of 
them. The moon now lights up the river, and if they 
are within a reasonable distance I think I can see 
them from this point of rock." 

The artist climbed up on the point, which projected 
over the river. The footing was not of the safest, 
and Miss Sommerton watched him with some anxiety 
as he slipped and stumbled and kept his place by 
holding on to the branches of the overhanging trees. 

"Pray be careful, Mr. Trenton," she said; ''re- 
member you are over the water there, and it is very 
Bwift." 

** The rocks seem rather slippery with the dew," 
answered the artist; ''but I am reasonably sure- 
footed." 

" Well, please don't take any chances ; for, dis- 
agreeable as you are, I don't wish to be left here 
alone." 

" Thank you. Miss Sommerton." 

The artist stood on the point of rock, and, holding 
by a branch of a tree, peered out over the river. 

" Oh, Mr. Trenton, don't do that ! " cried the young 
lady, with alarm. " Please come back." 

" Say 'John,' then," replied that gentleman. 

" Oh, Mr. Trenton, don't ! " she cried as he leaned 
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still further over the water, straining the branch to 
its utmost. 

"Say * John.'*' 

''Mr. Trenton." 

" ' John.' " 

The branch cracked ominously as Trenton leaned 
yet a little further. 

" John ! " cried the young lady, sharply, " cease 
your fooling and come down from that rock." 

The artist instantly recovered his position, and, 
coming back, sprang down to the ground again. 

Miss Sommerton drew back in alarm ; but Trenton 
merely put his hands in his pockets, and said — 

" Well, Eva, I came back because you called 
me." 

**lt was a case of coercion," she said. '' You 
English are too fond of coercion. We Americans are 
against it." 

" Oh, I am a Home Ruler, if you are," replied the 
artist. " Miss Eva, I am going to risk my third and 
last question, and I shall await the answer with more 
anxiety than I ever felt before in my life. The 
question is this : Will " 

" Hello ! there you are. Thank Heaven ! I was 
never so glad to see anybody in my life," cried the 
cheery voice of Ed. Mason, as he broke through the 
bushes towards them. 

Trenton looked around with anything but a 
welcome on his brow. If Mason had never been so 
glad in his life to see anybody, it was quite evident 
his feeling was not entirely reciprocated by the 
artist. 

"How the deuce did you get here?" asked 
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Trenton. "I was just looking for you down the 
river." 

" Well, you see, we kept pretty close to the shore. 
I doubt if you could have seen us. Didn't you hear 
us shout ? " 

"No, we didn't hear anything. We didn't hear 
them shout, did we. Miss Sommerton ? " 

" No," replied that young woman, looking at the 
dying fire, whose glowing embers seemed to redden 
her face. 

" Why, do you know," said Mason, ''it looks as if 
you had been quarrelling. I guess I came just in the 
nick of time." 

'' You are always just in time, Mr. Mason," said 
Miss Sommerton. '* For we were quarrelling, as you 
say. The subject of the quarrel is which of us was 
rightful owner of that canoe." 

Mason laughed heartily, while Miss Sommerton 
frowned at him with marked disapprobation. 

''Then you found me out, did you? Well, I 
expected you would before the day was over. You 
see, it isn't often that I have to deal with two such 
particular people in the same day. Still, I guess 
the ownership of the canoe doesn't amount to much 
now. I'll give it to the one who finds it." 

"Oh, Mr. Mason," cried Miss Sommerton, "did 
the two men escape all right ? " 

"Why, certainly. I have just been giving them 
*Hail Columbia,' because they didn't come back to 
you; but you see, a little distance down, the bank 
gets very steep — so much so that it is impossible to 
climb it, and then the woods here are thick and hard 
to work a person's way through. So they thought it 
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best to come down and tell me, and we have brought 
two canoes up with us/' 

" Does Mrs. Mason know of the accident ? '* 

" No, she doesn't ; but she is just as anxious as if 
she did. She can't think what in the world keeps you." 

" She doesn't realize," said the artist, '* what 
strong attractions the Shawenegan Falls have for 
people alive to the beauties of nature." 

"Well," said Mason, "we mustn't stand here 
talking. You must be about frozen to death." Here 
he shouted to one of the men to come up and put out 
the fire. 

"Oh, don't bother," said the artist; "it will soon 
burn out." 

"Oh yes," put in Ed. Mason; "and if a wind 
should happen to rise in the night, where would my 
pine forest be? I don't propose to have a whole 
section of the country burnt up to commemorate the 
quarrel between you two." 

The half-breed flung the biggest brand into the 
river, and speedily trampled out the rest, carrying up 
some water in his hat to pour on the centre of the 
fire. This done, they stepped into the canoe and 
were soon on their way down the river. Reaching 
the landing, the artist gave his hand to Miss Som- 
merton, and aided her out on the bank. 

"Miss Sommerton," he whispered to her, "I 
intended to sail to-morrow. I shall leave it for you 
to say whether I shall go or not." 

"You will not sail?" said Miss Sommerton 

promptly. 

" Oh, thank you," cried the artist; "you do not 
know how happy that makes me." 
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" Why should it ? " 

"Well, you know what I infer from your answer." 

" My dear sir, I said that you would not sail, and 
you will not, for this reason : To sail you require to 
catch to-night's train for Montreal, and take the 
train from there to New York to get your boat. You 
cannot catch to-night's train, and, therefore, cannot 
get to your steamer. I never before saw a man so 
glad to miss his train or his boat. Good night, Mr. 
Trenton. Good night, Mr. Mason," she cried aloud 
to that gentleman, as she disappeared toward the 
house. 

'* You two appear to be quite friendly," said Mr. 
Mason to the artist. 

"Do we? Appearances are deceitful. I really 
cannot tell at this moment whether we are friends 
or enemies." 

"Well, not enemies, I am sure. Miss Eva is a 
very nice girl when you understand her." 

" Do you understand her ? " asked the artist. 

" I can't say that I do. Come to think of it, I don't 
think anybody does." 

" In that case, then, for all practical purposes, she 
might just as well not be a nice girl." 

"Ah, well, you may change your opinion some 
day — when you get better acquainted with her," said 
Mason, shaking hands with his friend. " And now 
that you have missed your train, anyhow, I don't 
suppose you care for a very early start to-morrow. 
Good night." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

After Trenton awoke next morning he thought the 
situation over very calmly, and resolved to have 
question number three answered that day if possible. 

When called to breakfast he found Ed. Mason at 
the head of the table. 

" Shan't we wait for the ladies ? " asked the 
artist. 

" I don't think we'd better. You see, we might 
have to wait quite a long time. I don't know when 
Miss Sommerton will be here again, and it will be a 
week at least before Mrs. Mason comes back. They 
are more than half way to Three Eivers by this 
time." 

" Good gracious ! " cried Trenton, abashed ; " why 
didn't you call me ? I should have liked very much 
to have accompanied them." 

*' Oh, they wouldn't hear of your being disturbed ; 
and besides, Mr. Trenton, our American ladies are 
quite in the habit of looking after themselves. I 
found that out long ago." 

** I suppose there is nothing for it but get out my 
buckboard and get back to Three Eivers." 

** Oh, I dismissed your driver long ago," said the 
lumberman. " I'll take you there in my buggy. I 
am going out to Three Eivers to-day anyhow." 

"No chance of overtaking the ladies?" asked 
Trenton. 

" I don't think so. We may overtake Mrs. Mason 
but I imagine Miss Sommerton will be either at 
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Quebec or Montreal before we reach Three Bivers. I 
don't know in which direction she is going. You 
seem to be somewhat interested in that young lady. 
Purely artistic admiration, I presume. She is 
rather a striking girl. Well, you certainly have 
made the most of your opportunities. Let's see, you 
have known her now for quite a long while. Must be 
nearly twenty-four hours." 

" Oh, don't underestimate it, Mason ; quite thirty- 
six hours at least." 

"So long as that? Ah, well, I don't wish to 
discourage you ; but I wouldn't be too sure of her if 
I were you." 

" Sure of her ! Why, I am not sure of anything." 

"Well, that is the proper spirit. You Englishmen 
are rather apt to take things for granted. I think 
you would make a mistake in this case if you were 
too sure. You are not the only man who has tried 
to awaken the interest of Miss Sommerton of 
Boston." 

" I didn't suppose that I was. Nevertheless, I am 
going to Boston." 

" Well, it's a nice town," said Mason, with a non- 
committal air. " It hasn't the advantages of Three 
Bivers, of course; but still it is a very attractive 
place in some respects." 

"In some respects, yes," said the artist. 

« « « « « « 

Two days later Mr. John Trenton called at the 
house on Beacon Street. 

"Miss Sommerton is not at home," said the 
servant. " She is in Canada somewhere." 

And so Mr. Trenton went back to his hotel. 



ONE BAY'S COURTSHIP. 207 

The artist resolved to live quietly in Boston 
until Miss Sommerton returned. Then the fateful 
number three could be answered. He determined 
not to present any of his letters of introduction. 
"When he came to Boston first, he thought he would 
like to see something of society, of the art world in 
that city, if there was an art world, and of the people ; 
but he had come and gone without being invited 
anywhere, and now he anticipated no trouble in 
living a quiet life, and thinking occasionally over the 
situation. But during his absence it appeared 
Boston had awakened to the fact that in its midst 
had resided a real live artist of prominence from the 
other side, and nothing had been done to overcome 
his prejudices, and show him that, after all, the real 
intellectual centre of the world was, not London, but 
the capital of Massachusetts. 

The first day he spent in his hotel he was called 
upon by a young gentleman whose card proclaimed 
him a reporter on one of the large daily papers. 

''You are Mr. Trenton, the celebrated English 
artist, are you not ? " 

''My name is Trenton, and by profession I am an 
artist. But I do not claim the adjective, ' cele- 
brated.' '' 

" All right. You are the man I am after. Now, 
I should like to know what you think of the art 
movement in America ? " 

" Well, really, I have been in America but a very 
short time, and during that time I have had no 
opportunity of seeing the work of your artists or of 
visiting any collections, so you see I cannot give an 
opinion." 
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" Met any of our American artists ? " 

" I have in Europe, yes. Quite a number of them, 
and very talented gentlemen some of them are, too." 

" I suppose Europe lays over this country in the 
matter of art, don't it ? " 

*' I beg your pardon." 

*' Knocks the spots out of us in pictures ? " 

" I don't know that I quite follow you. Do you 
mean that we produce pictures more rapidly than 
you do here ? " 

" No, I just mean the whole tout ensemble of the 
thing. They are 'way ahead of us, are they not, 
in art ? '* 

" Well, you see, as I said before — really, I am not 
in a position to make any comparison, because I am 
entirely ignorant of American painting. It seems to 
mQ that certain branches of art ought to flourish 
here. There is no country in the world with grander 
scenery than America." 

*' Been out to the Eockies ? '* 

" Where is that ? *' 

*' To the Eocky Mountains ? '' 

"Oh no, no. You see I have been only a few 
weeks in this country. I have confined my attention 
to Canada mainly, the Quebec region and around 
there, although I have been among the White 
Mountains, and the Catskills, and the Adirondacks." 

" What school of art do you belong to ? " 

" School ? Well, I don't know that I belong to 
any. May I ask if you are a connoisseur in art 
matters. Are you the art critic of your journal ? " 

" Me ? No — oh no. I don't know the first darn 
thing about it. That's why they sent me." 
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" Well, I should have thought, if he wished to get 
anything worth puhlishing, your editor would have 
sent somebody who was at least familiar with the 
subject he has to write about." 

^* I dare say ; but, that ain't the way to get snappy 
articles written. You take an art man, now, for 
instance ; he's prejudiced. He thinks one school is 
all right, and another school isn't ; and he is apt to 
work in his own fads. Now, if our man liked the 
French school, and despised the English school, or the 
German school, if there is one, or the Italian school, 
whatever it happened to be, and you went against 
that ; why, don't you see, he would think you didn't 
know anything, and write you up that way. Now, 
I am perfectly unprejudiced. I want to write a good 
readable article, and I don't care a hang which 
school is the best or the worst, or anything else 
about it." 

"Ah! I see. Well, in that case, you certainly 
approach your work without bias." 

" You bet I do. Now, who do you think is the best 
painter in England ? " 

'' In what line ? " 

" Well, in any line. Who stands ahead ? Who's 
the leader ? Who tops them all ? Who's the 
Eaphael?" 

"I don't know that we have. any Raphael? We 
have good painters each in his own branch." 

'* Isn't there one, in your opinion, that is 'way ahead 
of all the rest ? " 

" Well, you see, to make an intelligent comparison, 
you have to take into consideration the speciality of 
the painter. You could hardly compare Alma 
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Tadema, for instance, with Sir John Millais, or Sir 
Frederic Leighton with Hubert Herkomer, or any 
of them with some of your own painters. Each 
has his speciality, and each stands at the head 
of it." 

'^ Then there is no one man in England like Old 
Man Eubens, or Van Dyke, or those other fellows, 
I forget their names, who are head and shoulders 
above everybody else? Sort of Jay Gould in art, 
you know." 

" No, I wouldn't like to say there is. In fact, all 
of your questions require some consideration. Now, 
if you will write them down for me, and give me time 
to think them over, I will write out such answers as 
occur to me. It would be impossible for me to do 
justice to myself, or to art, or to your paper, by 
attempting to answer questions off-hand in this 
way." 

*' Oh, that's too slow for our time here. You know 
this thing comes out to-morrow morning, and I have 
got to do a column and a half of it. Sometimes, you 
know, it is very difficult ; but you are different from 
most Englishmen I have talked with. You speak 
right out^ and you talk to a fellow. I can make 
a column and a half out of what you have said 
now." 

" Dear me ! Can you really ? Well, now, I should 
be careful, if I were you. I am afraid that, if you 
don't understand anything about art, you may give 
the public some very erroneous impressions." 

** Oh, the public don't care a hang. All they want 
is to read something snappy and bright. That's 
what the public want. No, sir, we have catered too 
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long for the public not to know what its size is. You 
might print the most learned article you could get 
hold of, it might be written by What's-his-name De 
Vinci, and be full of art slang, and all that sort of 
thing, but it wouldn't touch the general public at all." 

" I don't suppose it would." 

"What do you think of our Sunday papers 
here? You don't have any Sunday papers over in 
London," 

" Oh yes, we do. But none of the big dailies have 
Sunday editions." 

''They are not as big, or as enterprising as ours, 
are they? One Sunday paper, you know, prints 
about as much as two or three thirty-five cent 
magazines." 

" What, the Sunday paper does ? " 

" Yes, the Sunday paper prints it, but doesn't sell 
for that. We give 'em more for the money than 
any magazine you ever saw." 

"You certainly print some very large papers." 

With this the reporter took his leave, and next 
morning Mr. Trenton saw the most astonishing 
account of his ideas on art matters imaginable. 
What struck him most forcibly was, that an article 
written by a person who admittedly knew nothing at 
all about art should be in general so free from error. 
The interview had a great number of head lines, and 
it was evident the paper desired to treat the artist 
with the utmost respect, and that it felt he showed 
his sense in preferring Boston to New York as 
a place of temporary residence ; but what appalled 
him was the free and easy criticisms he was credited 
with having made on his own contemporaries in 
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England. The principle points of each were summed 
up with a great deal of terseness and force, and in 
many cases were laughably true to life. It was 
evident that whoever touched up that interview 
possessed a very clear opinion and very accurate 
knowledge of the art movement in England. 

Mr. Trenton thought he would sit down and write 
to the editor of the paper, correcting some of the more 
glaring inaccuracies ; but a friend said — 

" Oh, it is no use. Never mind. Nobody pays any 
attention to that. It's all right anyhow." 

"Yes, but suppose the article should be copied 
in England, or suppose some of the papers should get 
over there?*' 

" Oh, that'll be all right," said his friend, with 
easy optimism. "Don't bother about it. They all 
know what a newspaper interview is ; if they don't, 
why, you can tell them when you get back." 

It was not long before Mr. Trenton found himself 
put down at all the principal clubs, both artistic and 
literary ; and he also became, with a suddenness 
that bewildered him, quite the social lion for the 
time being. 

He was astonished to find that the receptions to 
which he was invited, and where he was, in a way, 
on exhibition, were really very grand occasions, and 
compared favourably with the finest gatherings he had 
had experience of in London. 

His hostess at one of these receptions said to him, 
""Mr. Trenton, I want to introduce you to some of 
our art lovers in this city, whom I am sure you will 
be pleased to meet. I know that as a general thing 
the real artists are apt to despise the amateurs ; but 
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in this instance I hope you will be kind enough not 
to despise them, for my sake. We think they are 
really very clever indeed, and we like to be flattered 
by foreign preference.'* 

"Am I the foreign preference in this instance ? '* 

" You are, Mr. Trenton." 

" Now, I think it is too bad of you to say that, just 
when I have begun to feel as much at home in 
Boston as I do in London. I assure you I do not 
feel in the least foreign here. Neither do I maintain, 
like Mrs. Brown, that you are the foreigners." 

"How very nice of you to 'say so, Mr. Trenton. 
Now I hope you will say something like that to the 
young lady I want you to meet. She is really 
very charming, and I am sure you will like her ; and 
I may say, in parenthesis, that she, like the rest 
of us, is perfectly infatuated with your pictures." 

As the lady said this, she brought Mr. Trenton in 
her wake, as it were, and said, " Miss Sommerton, 
allow me to present to you Mr. Trenton." 

Miss Sommerton rose with graceful indolence, and 
held out her hand frankly to the artist. "Mr. 
Trenton," she said, "I am very pleased indeed to 
meet you. Have you been long in Boston ? " 

" Only a few days," replied Trenton. " I came 
up to Boston from Canada a short time since." 

" Up ? You mean down. We don't say up from 
Canada." 

"Oh, don't you? Well, in England, you know, 
we say up to London, no matter from what pari*of 
the country we approach it. I think you are wrong 
in saying down, I think it really ought to be up to 
Boston from wherever you come." 
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His hostess appeared to be delighted with this bit 
of conversation, and she said, "I shall leave you 
two together for a few moments to get acquainted. 
Mr. Trenton, you know you are in demand this 
evening." 

" Do you think that is true ? '* said Trenton to 
Miss Sommerton. 

"What?" 

" Well, that I am in demand." 

** I suppose it is true, if Mrs. Lennox say it is. 
You surely don't intend to cast any doubt on the 
word of your hostess, do you ? " 

'^ Oh, not at all. I didn't mean in a general way, 
you know, I meant in particular." 

''I don't think I understand you, Mr. Tren- 
ton. By the way, you said you had been in 
Canada. Do you not think it is a very charming 
country ? " 

"Charming, Miss Sommerton, isn't the word 
for it. It is the most delightful country in the 
world." 

" Ah, you say that because it belongs to England. 
I admit it is very delightful ; but then there are other 
places on the Continent quite as beautiful as any part 
of Canada. You seem to have a prejudice in favour 
of monarchical institutions." 

" Oh, is Canada monarchical ? I didn't know that. 
I thought Canada was quite republican in its form of 
government." 

" Well, it is a dependency ; that's what I despise 
about Canada. Think of a glorious country like that, 
with hundreds of thousands of square miles, in fact^ 
millions, I think, being dependent on a little island. 
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away there among the fogs and rains, between the 
North Sea and the Atlantic Ocean. To be a 
dependency of some splendid tyrannical power like 
Russia wouldn't be so bad ; but to be dependent on 
that little island — I lose all my respect for Canada 
when I think of it." 

" Well, you know, the United States were colonies 
once.'* 

"Ah, that is very unfortunate comparison, Mr. 
Trenton. The moment the colonies, as you call 
them, came to years of discretion, they soon shook oflf 
their dependency. You must remember you are at 
Boston, and that the harbour is only a short distance 
from here." 

" Does that mean that I should take advantage of 
its proximity and leave ? " 

" Oh, not at all. I could not say anything so rude, 
Mr. Trenton. Perhaps you are not familiar with 
the history of our trouble with England? Don't 
you remember it commenced in Boston Harbour 
practically?" 

" Oh yes, I recollect now. I had forgotten it. 
Something about tea, was it not ? " 

" Yes, something about tea." 

" Well, talking of tea, Miss Sommerton, may 
I take you to the conservatory and bring you a 
cup of it ? " 

'* May I have an ice instead of the tea, if I prefer 
it, Mr. Trenton ? " / 

"Why, certainly. You see how I am already 
dropping into the American phraseology." 

"Oh, I think you are improving wonderfully, 
Mr. Trenton." 
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When they reached the conservatory, Miss Som- 
merton said— 

" This is really a very great breach of good 
manners on both your part and mine. I have taken 
away the lion of the evening, and the lion has for- 
gotten his duty to his hostess and to the other 
guests." 

" Well, you see, I wanted to learn more of your 
ideas in the matter of dependencies. I don't at all 
agree with you on that. Now, I think if a country 
is conquered, it ought to be a dependency of the 
conquering people. It is the right of conquest. I 
— I am a thorough believer in the right of con- 
quest." 

"You seem to have very settled opinions on the 
matter, Mr. Trenton." 

''I have indeed, Miss Sommerton. It is said that 
an Englishman never knows when he is conquered. 
Now I think that is a great mistake. There is no 
one so quick as an Englishman to admit that he has 
met his match." 

"Why, hajve you met your match already, Mr. 
Trenton ? Let me congratulate you." 

" Well, don't congratulate me just yet. I am not 
at all certain whether I shall need any congratula- 
tions or not." 

" I am sure I hope you will be very successful." 

" Do you mean that ? " 

Miss Sommerton looked at him quietly for a 
moment. 

" Do you think," she said, " I am in the habit of 
saying things I do not mean ? " 

" I think you are." 
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"Well, you are not a bit more complimentary than 
— than — you used to be." 

" You were going to say than I was on the banks 
of the St. Maurice ? " . 

" Oh, you visited the St. Maurice, did you ? How 
far away from Boston that seems, doesn't it ? *' 

" It is indeed a great distance. Miss Sommerton. 
But apparently not half as long as the round-about 
way we are travelling just now. Miss Sommerton, 
I waited and waited in Boston for you to return. I 
want to be a dependence. I admit the conquest. 
I wish to swear fealty to Miss Eva Sommerton of 
Boston, and now I ask my third question, will you 
accept the allegiance ? " 

Miss Sommerton was a little slow in replying, and 
before she had spoken Mrs. Lennox bustled in, and 
said — 

" Oh, Mr. Trenton, I have been looking everywhere 
for you. There are a hundred people here who wish 
to be introduced, and all at once. May I have him. 
Miss Sommerton?" 

" Well, Mrs. Lennox, you know, if I said ' Yes,' 
that would imply a certain ownership in him." 

" I brought Miss Sommerton here to get her to 
accept an ice from me, which as yet I have not had 
the privilege of bringing. Will you accept — ^the ice. 
Miss Sommerton ? " 

The young lady blushed, as she looked at the 
artist. 

" Yes," she said with a sigh ; the tone was almost 
inaudible. 

The artist hurried away to bring the refreshment. 

"Why, Eva Sommerton," cried Mrs. Lennox, 
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" you accept a plate of ice cream as tragically as if 
yoa were giving the answer to a proposal." 

Mrs. Lennox said afterward that she thought 
there was something very peculiar about Miss Som- 
merton's smile in reply toher remark. 
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THE HERALDS OF FAME. 



CHAPTER I. 

Now, when each man's place in literature is so clearly 
defined, it seems ridiculous to state that there was a 
time when Kenan Buel thought J. Lawless Hodden 
a great novelist. One would have imagined that 
BuePs keen insight into human nature would have 
made such a mistake impossible; but it must be 
remembered that Buel was always more or l^ss of a 
hero-worshipper. It seems strange in the light of 
our after-knowledge that there ever was a day when 
Hodden'8 books were selling by the thousand, and 
Buel was tramping the streets of London fruitlessly 
searching for a publisher. Not less strange is the 
fact that Buel thought Hodden's success well 
deserved. He would have felt honoured by the touch 
of Hodden's hand. 

No convict ever climbed a treadmill with more 
hopeless despair than Buel worked in his little room 
under the lofty roof. He knew no one ; there were 
none to speak him a cheering or comforting word; 
he was ignorant even of the names of the men who 
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accepted the articles from his pen, which appeared 
unsigned in the daily papers and in some of the 
weeklies. He got cheques — small ones — with illegible 
and impersonal signatures that told him nothing. 
But the bits of paper were honoured at the bank, 
and this lucky fact enabled him to live and write 
books which publishers would not look at. 

Nevertheless, showing how all things are possible 
to a desperate and resolute man, two of his books 
had already seen the light, if it could be called light. 
The first he was still paying for, on the instalment 
plan. The publishers were to pay half, and he was 
to pay half. This seemed to him only a fair division 
of the risk at the time. Not a single paper had paid 
the slightest attention to the book. The universal 
ignoring of it disheartened him. He had been pre- 
pared for abuse, but not for impenetrable silence. 

He succeeded in getting another and more respect- 
able publisher to take up his next book on a royalty 
arrangement. This was a surprise to him, and a 
gratification. His satisfaction did not last long after 
the book came out. It was mercilessly slated. One 
paper advised him to read "Hodden ; " another said 
he had plagiarized from that popular writer. The 
criticisms cut him like a whip. He wondered why 
he had rebelled at the previous silence. He felt like 
a man who had heedlessly hurled a stone at a snow 
mountain and had been buried by the resulting 
avalanche. 

He got his third publisher a year after that. He 
thought he would never succeed in getting the same 
firm twice, and wondered what would happen when 
he exhausted the London list. It is not right that a 
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man should go on for ever without a word of encourage- 
ment. Fate recognized that there would come a 
breaking-point, and relented in time. The word 
came from an unexpected source. Buel was labouring, 
heavy-eyed, at the last proof-sheets of his third book, 
and was wondering whether he would have the 
courage not to look at the newspapers when the 
volume was published. He wished he could afford to 
go to some wilderness imtil the worst was over. He 
knew he could not miss the first notice, for experience 
had taught him that Snippit & Co., a clipping agency, 
would send it to him, with a nice type-written letter, 
saying— 

" Dear Sir, 

"As your book is certain to attract a great 
deal of attention from the Press, we shall be pleased 
to send you clippings similar to the enclosed at the 
following rates." 

It struck him as rather funny that any company 
should expect a sane man to pay so much good 
money for Press notices, mostly abusive. He never 
subscribed. 

The word of encouragement gave notice of its 
approach in a letter, signed by a man of whom he 
had never heard. It was forwarded to him by his 
publishers. The letter ran : — 

"Dear Sir, 

" Can you make it convenient to lunch with 
me on Friday at the Metropole ? If you have an 
engagement for that day can you further oblige me 
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by writing and putting it oflf ? Tell the other fellow 
you are ill or have broken your leg, or anything, and 
charge up the fiction to me. I deal in fiction, any- 
how. I leave on Saturday for the Continent, not 
wishing to spend another Sanday in London if I can 
avoid it. I have arranged to get out your book in 
America, having read the proof-sheets at your pub- 
lishers. All the business part of the transaction is 
settled, but I would like to see you personally if you 
don't mind, to have a talk over the future — always an 
interesting subject. 

" Yours very truly, 

''L. F. Brant, 
" Of Eainham Bros., Publishers, New York." 

Buel read this letter over and over again. He had 
never seen anything exactly like it. There was a 
genial flippancy about it that was new to him, and 
he wondered what sort of a man the New Yorker was. 
Mr. Brant wrote to a stranger with the familiarity of 
an old friend, yet the letter warmed Buel's heart. 
He smiled at the idea the American evidently had 
about a previous engagement. Invitations to lunch 
become frequent when a man does not need them. 
No broken leg story would have to be told. He wrote 
and accepted Mr. Brant's invitation. 

** You're Mr. Buel, I think ? " 

The stranger's hand rested lightly on the young 
author's shoulder. Buel had just entered the un- 
familiar precincts of the M6tropole Hotel. The tall 
man with the gold lace on his hat had hesitated a 
moment before he swung open the big door, Buel was 
so evidently not a guest of the hotel. 
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" My name is Buel." 

"Then you're my ■victim. I've been waiting im- 
patiently for you. I am L. F. Brant." 

"I thought I waa in time. I am aorry to have 
kept you waiting." 



" Jfr. Bitel, I think i " 



" Don't mention it. I have been waiting but thirty 
seconds. Come up in the elevator. They call it a 
lift here, not knowing any better, but it gets there 
ultimately. I have, the title-deeds to a little parlour 
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while I am staying in this tavern, and I thought we 
could talk better if we had lunch there. Lunch costs 
more on that basis, but I guess we can stand it." 

A cold shudder passed over the thin frame of Kenan 
Buel. He did not know but it was the custom in 
America to ask a man to lunch and expect him to 
pay half. Brant's use of the plural lent colour to 
this view, and Buel knew he could not pay his share. 
He regretted they were not in a vegetarian restaurant. 

The table in the centre of the room was already 
set for two, and the array of wine-glasses around 
each plate looked tempting. Brant pushed the 
electric button, drew up his chair, and said — 

" Sit down, Buel, sit down. What's your favourite 
brand of wine ? Let's settle on it now, so as to have 
no unseemly wrangle when the waiter comes. I'm 
rather in awe of the waiter. It doesn't seem natural 
that any mere human man should be so obviously 
superior to the rest of us mortals as this waiter is. 
I'm going to give you only the choice of the first 
wines. I have taken the champagne for granted, and 
it's cooling now in a tub somewhere. We always 
drink champagne in the States, not because we like 
it, but because it's expensive. I calculate that I pay 
the expenses of my trip over here merely by ordering 
unlimited champagne. I save more than a dollar a 
bottle on New York prices, and these saved dollars 
count up in a month. Personally I prefer cider or 
lager beer, but in New York we dare not own to liking 
a thing unless it is expensive." 

'' It can hardly be a pleasant place for a poor man 
to live in, if that is the case." 

** My dear Buel, no city is a pleasant place for a 
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poor man to live in. I don*t suppose New York is 
worse than London in that respect. The poor have 
a hard time of it anywhere. A man owes it to him- 
self and family not to be poor. Now, that's one 
thing I like about your book ; you touch on poverty 
in a sympathetic way, by George, like a man who 
had come through it himself. I've been there, and I 
know how it is. When I first struck New York I 
hadn't even a ragged dollar bill to my back. Of 
course every successful man will tell you the same of 
himself, but it is mostly brag, and in half the 
instances it isn't true at all ; but in my case — well, I 
wasn't subscribing to the heathen in those days. I 
made up my mind that poverty didn't pay, and 
I have succeeded in remedying the state of affairs. 
But I haven't forgotten how it felt to be hard up, and 
I sympathize with those who are. Nothing would 
afford me greater pleasure than to give a helping 
hand to a fellow — that is, to a clever fellow who was 
worth saving — who is down at bed rock. Don't you 
feel that way too ? " 

" Yes," said Buel, with some hesitation, *' it would 
be a pleasure." 

" I knew when I read your book you felt that way 
— I was sure of it. Well, I've helped a few in my 
time ; but I regret to say most of them turned out to 
be no good. That is where the trouble is. Those 
who are really deserving are just the persons who 
die of starvation in a garret, and never let the outside 
world know their trouble*" 

" I do not doubt such is often the case." 

" Of course it is. It's^always the case. But here's 
the soup. I hope you have brought a good appetitci 

Q 
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You can't expect such a meal here as you would get 
in New York; but they do fairly well. I, for one, 
don't grumble about the food in London, as most 
Americans do. Londoners manage to keep alive, and 
that, after all, is the main thing." 

Buel was perfectly satisfied with the meal, and 
thought if they produced a better one in New York, 
or anywhere else, the art of cookery had reached 
wonderful perfection. Brant, however, kept apologiz- 
ing for the spread as he went along. The talk drifted 
on in an apparently aimless fashion, but the publisher 
was a shrewd man, and he was gradually leading 
it up to the point he had in view from the beginning, 
and all the while he was taking the measure of his 
guest. He was not a man to waste either his time 
or his dinners without an object. When he had 
once " sized up " his man, as he termed it, he was 
either exceedingly frank and open with him, or the 
exact opposite, as suited his purpose. He told Buel that 
he came to England once a year, if possible, rapidly 
scanned the works of fiction about to be published by 
the various houses in London, and made arrange- 
ments for the producing of those in America that 
he thought would go down with the American people. 

'*I suppose," said Buel, ''that you have met 
many of the noted authors- of this country ? " . 

"All of them, I think; all of them, at one time 
or another. The publishing business has its draw- 
backs like every other trade," replied Brant, jauntily. 

'* Have you met Hodden ? " 

** Several times. Conceited ass ! " 

"You astonish me. I have never had the good 
fortune to become acquainted with any of our cele- 
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brated writers. I would think it a privilege to know 
Hodden and some of the others." 

''You're lucky, and you evidently don't know it. 
I would rather meet a duke any day than a famous 
author. The duke puts on less side and patronizes 
you less." 

" I would rather be a celebrated author than 
a duke if I had my choice.'* 

" Well, being a free and independent citizen of 
the Democratic United States, I wouldn't. No, sir ! 
I would rather be Duke Brant any day in the week 
than Mr. Brant, the talented author of, etc., etc. 
The moment an author receives a little praise and 
becomes talked about, he gets what we call in the 
States 'the swelled head.* I've seen some of the 
nicest fellows in the world become utterly spoiled by 
a little success. And then think of the absurdity 
of it all. There aren't more than two or three at 
the most of the present-day writers who will be 
heard of a century hence. Bead the history of 
literature, and you will find that never more than 
four men in any one generation are heard of after. 
Four is a liberal allowance. What has any writer 
to be conceited about anyhow ? Let him read his 
Shakespeare and be modest." 

Buel said with a sigh, " I wish there was success 
in store for me. I would risk the malady you call 
the ' swelled head.' " 

" Success will come all right enough, my boy. 
' All things come to him who waits,' and while he is 
waiting puts in some good, strong days of work. 
It's the working that tells, not the waiting. And 
now, if you will light one of these cigars, we 
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will talk of you for a while, if your modesty will stand 
it. What kind of Chartreuse will you have ? Yellow 
or green ? " 

" Either/' 

*' Take the green, then. Where the price is the 
same I always take the green. It is the stronger, 
and you get more for your money. Now then, I will 
be perfectly frank with you. I read your book in 
the proof-sheets, and I ran it down in great style to 
your publisher." 

" I am sorry you did not like it." 

" I don't say I didn't like it. I ran it down because 
it was business. I made up my mind when I read 
that book to give a hundred pounds for the American 
rights. I got it for twenty." 

Blrant laughed, and Buel felt uncomfortable. He 
feared that after all he did not like this frank 
American. 

" Having settled about the book, I wanted to see 
you, and here you are. Of course, I am utterly 
selfish in wanting to see you, for I wish you to 
promise me that we will have the right of publishing 
your books in America as long as we pay as much as 
any other publisher. There is nothing unfair in 
that, is there ? " 

**No. I may warn you, however, that there 
has been no great competition, so far, for the 
privilege of doing any publishing, either here or in 
America.*' 

*' That's all right. Unless I'm a Dutchman there 
will be, after your new book is published. Of course, 
that is one of the things no fellow can find out. If 
he could, publishing would be less of a lottery than 
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it is. A book is sometimes a success by the merest 
fluke ; at other times, in^ spite of everything, a good 
book is a deplorable failure. I think yours will go ; 
anyhow, I am willing to bet on it up to a certain 
amount, and if it does go, I want to have the 
first look-in at your future books. What do you 
say ? " 

*^ Do you wish me to sign a contract ? " 

*' No, I merely want your word. You may write 
me a letter if you like, that I could show to my 
partners, saying that we would have the first refusal 
of your future books.*' 

" I am quite willing to do that." 

*^Very good. That's settled. Now, you look 
fagged out. I wish you would take a trip over to 
New York. I'll look after you when you get there. 
It would do you a world of good, and would show in 
the pages of your next book. What do you say to 
that ? Have you any engagements that would pre- 
vent you making the trip ? " 

Buel laughed. "I am perfectly free as far as 
engagements are concerned." 

" That's all right, then. I wish I were in that 
position. Now, as I said, I considered your book 
cheap at £100. I^got it for ^920. I propose to 
hand over the £80 to you. I'll write out the cheque 
as soon as the waiters clear away this debris. Then 
your letter to the firm would form the receipt for 
this money, and— well, it need not be a contract, you 
know, or anything formal, but just your ideas on any 
future business that may crop up." 

" I must say I think your offer is very generous." 

" Oh, not at all. It is merely business. The ^980 
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is on account of royalties. If the book goes, as I 
think it will, I hope to pay you much more than 
that. Now I hope you will come over and see me as 
soon as you can." 

''Yes. As j'ou say, the trip will do me good. I 
haye been rather hard at it for some time." 

" Then 111 look out for you. I sail on the French 
line Saturday week. When will you come ? " 

** As soon as my book is out here, and before any 
of the reviews appear." 

" Sensible man. What's your cable address ? " 

" I haven't one." 

" Well, I suppose a telegram to your publishers will 
find you. Ill cable if anything turns up unex- 
pectedly. You send me over a despatch saying what 
steamer you sail on. My address is * Rushing, New 
York.' Just cable the name of the steamer, and I 
will be on the look-out for you." 

It was doubtless the effect of the champagne, for 
Buel went back to his squalid room with his mind in 
the clouds. He wondered if this condition was the 
first indication of the swelled head Brant had talked 
about. Buel worked harder than ever at his proofs, 
and there was some growling at head-quarters because 
of the numerous corrections he made. These changes 
were regarded as impudence on the part of so un- 
known a man. He sent oflf to America a set of the 
corrected proofs, and received a cablegram, "Proofs 
received. Too late. Book published to-day." 

This was a disappointment. Still he had the con- 
solation of knowing that the English edition would be 
as perfect as he could make it. He secured a berth 
on the Geranium, sailing from Liverpool, and cabled 
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Brant to that effect. The day before he sailed he got 
a cablegram that bewildered him. It was simply, 
" She's a-booming.'* He regretted that he had never 
learned the American language. 



CHAPTER n. 

Kenan Buel received from his London publisher a 
brown paper parcel, and on opening it found the 
contents to be six exceedingly new copies of his book. 
Whatever the publisher thought of the inside of the 
work, he had not spared pains to make the outside as 
attractive as it could be made at the price. Buel 
turned it over and over, and could almost imagine 
himself buying a book that looked so tastefully got 
up as this one. The sight of the volume gave him a 
thrill, for he remembered that the Press doubtless 
received its quota at about the same time his parcel 
came, and he feared he would not be out of the 
country before the first extract from the clipping 
agency arrived. However, luck was with the young 
man, and he found himself on the platform of Euston 
Station, waiting for the Liverpool express, without 
having seen anything about his book in the papers, 
except a brief line giving its title, the price, and his 
own name, in the "Books Received " column. 

As he lingered around the well-kept bookstall before 
the train left, he saw a long row of Hodden's new 
novel, and then his heart gave a jump as he caught 
sight of two copies of his own work in the row labelled 
" New Books." He wanted to ask the clerk whether 
any of them had been sold yet, but in the first place 
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he lacked the courage, and in the second place the 
clerk was very busy. As he stood there, a comely 
young woman, equipped for travelling, approached 
the stall, and ran her eye hurriedly up and down the 
tempting array of literature. She bought several of 
the illustrated papers, and then scanned the new 
books. The clerk, following her eye, picked out 
BueFs book. 

" Just out, miss. Three and sixpence." 

" "Who is the author ? " asked the girl. 
. "Kenan Buel, a new man," answered the clerk, 
without a moment's hesitation, and without looking 
at the title-page. " Very clever work." 

Buel was astonished at the knowledge shown by 
the clerk. He knew that W. H. Smith and Son 
never had a book of his before, and he wondered how 
the clerk apparently knew so much of the volume and 
its author, forgetting that it was the clerk's business. 
The girl listlessly ran the leaves of the book past the 
edge of her thumb. It seemed to Buel that the fate 
of the whole edition was in her hands, and he watched 
her breathlessly, even forgetting how charming she 
looked. There stood the merchant eager to sell, and 
there, in the form of a young woman, was the great 
public. If she did. not buy, why should any one else ; 
and if nobody bought, what chance had an unknown 
author ? 

She put the book down, and looked up as she heard 
sonje one sigh deeply near her. ' 

" Have you Hodden's new book ? " she asked. 

'* Yes, miss. Six shillings." 

The clerk , quickly put Buel's book beside its lone 
companion, and took down Hodden's. 
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" Thank you," said the girl, giving him a half- 
sovereign ; and, taking the change, she departed with 
her bundle of literature to the train. 

Buel said afterwards that what hurt him most in 
this painful incident was the fact that if it were 
repeated often the bookstall clerk would lose faith in 
the book. He had done so well for a man who could 
not possibly have read a word of the volume, that 
Buel felt sorry on the clerk's account rather than his 
own that the copy had not been sold. He walked 
to the end of the platform, and then back to the 
bookstall. 

" Has that new book of Buel's come out yet ? " he 
asked the clerk in an unconcerned tone. 

" Yes, sir. Here it is ; three and sixpence, sir.'* 

"Thank you," said Buel, putting his hand in his 
pocket for the money. *' How is it selling ? *' 

" Well, sir, there won't be much call for it, not 
likely, till the reviews begin to come out." 

There, Mr. Buel, you had a lesson, if you had only 
taken it to heart, or pondered on its meaning. Since 
then you have often been very scornful of newspaper 
reviews, yet you saw yourself how the great public 
treats a man who is not even abused. How were 
you to know that the column of grossly unfair rancour 
which The Daily Argus poured out on your book two 
days later, when you were sailing serenely over the 
Atlantic, would make that same clerk send in four 
separate orders to the " House " during the week ? 
Medicine may have a bad taste, and yet have bene- 
ficial results. So Mr. Kenan Buel, after buying 
a book of which he had six copies in his portmanteau^ 
with no one to give them to, took his place in the 



234 THE HERALDS OF FAME. 

train, and in due time found himself at Liverpool 
and on board the Geranium. 

The stewards being busy, Buel placed his port- 
manteau on the deck, and, with his newly bought 
volume in his hand, the string and brown paper still 
around it, he walked up and down on the empty side 
of the deck, noticing how scrupulously clean the ship 
was. It was the first time he had ever been on board 
a steamship, and he could not trust himself un- 
guided to explore the depths below, and see what 
kind of a state-room and what sort of a companion 
chance had allotted to him. They had told him 
when he bought his ticket that the steamer would 
be very crowded that trip, so many Americans were 
returning; but his state-room had berths for only 
two, and he had a faint hope the other fellow would 
not turn up. As he paced the deck his thoughts 
wandered to the pretty gW who did not buy his 
book. He had seen her again on the tender in 
company with a serene and placid older woman, who 
sat unconcernedly surrounded by bundles, shawls, 
straps, valises, and hand-bags, which the girl 
nervously counted every now and then, fruitlessly 
trying to convince the elderly lady that something 
must have been left behind in the train, or lost in 
transit from the station to the steamer. The worry 
of travel, which the elderly woman absolutely refused 
to share, seemed to rest with double weight on the 
shoulders of the girl. 

As Buel thought of all this, he saw the girl 
approach him along the deck with a smile of apparent 
recognition on her face. " She evidently mistakes 
me for some one else,'' he said to himself. 
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"Oh, thank you,*' she cried, coming near, and 
holding out her hand. '*I see you have found 
my book." 

He helplessly held out the package to her, which 
she took. 

" Is it yours ? '* he asked. 

'^ Yes, I recognized it by the string. I bought it 
at Euston Station. I am for ever losing things," 
she added. " Thank you, ever so much." 

Buel laughed to himself as she disappeared. 
*' Fate evidently intends her to read my book," he 
said to himself. " She will think the clerk has made 
a mistake. I must get her ^unbiassed opinion of it 
before the voyage ends." 

The voyage at that moment was just beginning, 
and the thud, thud of the screw brought that fact to 
his knowledge. He sought a steward, and asked 
him to carry the portmanteau to berth 169. 

"You don't happen to know whether there is 
any one else in that room or not, do you?" he 
asked. 

" It's likely there is, sir. The ship's very full this 
voyage." 

Buel followed him into the saloon, and along the 
seemingly interminable passage ; then down a narrow 
side alley, into which a door opened marked 159-160. 
The steward rapped at the door, and, as there was 
no response, opened it. All hopes of a room to 
himself vanished as Buel looked into the small 
state-room. There was a steamer trunk on the floor, 
a portmanteau on the seat, while the two bunks were 
covered with a miscellaneous assortment of hand- 
bags, shawl-strap bundles, and packages. 
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The steward smiled. '' 1 think he wants a room 
to himself/' he said. 

On the trunk Buel noticed the name in white 
letters ''Hodden," and instantly there arose within 
him a hope that his companion was to be the 
celebrated novelist. This hope was strengthened 
when he saw on the portmanteau the letters 
" J. L. H.," which were the novelist's initials. He 
pictured to himself interesting conversations on the 
way over, and hoped he would receive some par- 
ticulars from the novelist's own lips of his early 
struggles for fame. Still, he did not allow himself 
to build too much on his supposition, for there are 
a great many people in this world, and the chances 
were that the traveller would be some commonplace 
individual of the same name. 

The steward placed Buel's portmanteau beside the 
other, and backed out of the overflowing cabin. All 
doubt, as to the identity of the other occupant was 
put at rest by the appearance down the passage of 
a man whom Buel instantly recognized by the 
portraits he had seen of him in the illustrated papers. 
He was older than the pictures made him appear, 
and there was a certain querulous expression on his 
face which was also absent in the portraits. ^He 
glanced into the state-room, looked for a moment 
through Buel, and then turned to the steward. 

" What do you mean by putting that portmanteau 
into my room ? " 

" This gentleman has the upper berth, sir." 

'* Nonsense. The entire room is mine. Take the 
portmanteau out." 

The steward hesitated, looking from one to 
the other. 
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" The ticket is for 159, sir," he said, at last. 

'* Then there is some mistake. The room is mine. 
Don't have me ask you again to remove the port- 
manteau." 

'* Perhaps you would like to see the purser, sir." 

'* I have nothing to do with the purser. Do as 
I tell you." 

All this time he had utterly ignored Buel, whose 
colour was rising. The young man said quietly to 
the steward, " Take out the portmanteau, please." 

When it was placed in the passage, Hodden entered 
the room, shut and bolted the door. 

" Will you see the purser, sir ? " said the steward 
in an awed whisper. 

'^ I think so. There is doubtless some mistake, as 
he says." 

The purser was busy allotting seats at the tables, 
and Buel waited patiently. He had no friends on 
board, and did not care where he was placed. 

When the purser was at liberty, the steward 
explained to him the difficulty which had arisen. 
The official looked at his list. 

*'159 — Buel. Is that your name, sir? Very 
good ; 160 — Hodden. That is the gentleman now in 
the room. Well, what is the trouble ? " 

"Mr. Hodden says, sir, that the room belongs 
to him." 

" Have you seen his ticket ? " 

" No, sir.*' 

*' Then bring it to me." 

" Mistakes sometimes happen, Mr. Buel," said the 
purser, when the steward vanished. "But as a 
general thing I find that people simply claim what 
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they have no right to claim. Often the agents 
promise that if possible a passenger shall have a 
room to himself, and when we can do so we let him have 
it. I try to please everybody ; but all the steamers 
crossing to America are full at this season of the 
year, and it is not praticable to give every one the 
whole ship to himself. As the Americaqs say, some 
people want the earth for £12 or £15, and we can't 
always give it to them. Ah, here is the ticket. It is 
just as I thought. Mr. Hodden is entitled merely to 
berth 160." 

The arrival of the ticket was quickly followed by 
the advent of Mr. Hodden himself. He still ignored 
Buel. 

" Your people in London,** he said to the purser, 
'^ guaranteed me a room to myself. Otherwise I 
would not have come on this line. Now it seems 
that another person has been put in with me. I 
must protest against this kind of usage." 

'' Have you any letter from them guaranteeing the 
room ? " asked the purser blandly. 

" No. I supposed until now that their word was 
suflBicient." 

" Well, you see, I am helpless in this case. These 
two tickets are exactly the same with the exception 
of the numbers. Mr. Buel has just as much right 
to insist on being alone in the room as far as the 
tickets go, and I have had no instructions in the 
matter." 

''But it is an outrage that they should promise 
me one thing in London, and then refuse to perform 
it, when I am helpless on the ocean." 

'* If they have done so " 
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'^ If they have done so ? Do you doubt my word, 
sir ? " 

" Oh, not at all, sir, not at all," answered the 
purser in his most conciliatory tone. '* But in that 
case your ticket should have been marked 159-160." 

** I am not to suffer for their blunders." 

**I see by this list that you paid £12 for your 
ticket. Am I right ? " 

" That was the amount, I believe. I paid what 
I was asked to pay." 

*' Quite so, sir. Well, you see, that is the price 
of one berth only. Mr. Buel, here, paid the same 
amount." 

^' Come to the point. Do I understand you to 
refuse to remedy the mistake (to put the matter in its 
mildest form) of your London people ? " 

" I do not refuse. I would be only too glad to give 
you the room to yourself, if it were possible. Un- 
fortunately, it is not possible. I assure you there 
is not an unoccupied state-room on the ship." 

" Then I will see the captain. Where shall I find 
him ? " 

'*Very good, sir. Steward, take Mr. Hodden to 
the captain's room." 

When they were alone again Buel very contritely 
expressed his sorrow at having been the innocent 
cause of so much trouble to the purser. 

'* Bless you, sir, I don't mind it in the least. This 
is a very simple case. Where both occupants of a 
room claim it all to themselves, and where both are 
angry and abuse me at the same time, then it gets 
a bit lively. I don't envy him his talk with the 
captain. If the old man happens to be feeling a little 
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grumpy to-day, and he most generally does at the 
beginning of the voyage, Mr. Hodden will have a 
bad ten minutes. Don't you bother a bit about it, 
sir, but go down to your room and make yourself at 
home. It will be all ri^t." 

Mr. Hodden quickly found that the appeal to 
Cffisar was not well timed. The captain had not the 
suave politeness of the purser. There may be greater 
and more powerful men on earth than the captain 
of an ocean liner, but you can't get any seafaring 
man to believe it, and the captains themselves are 
rarely without a due sense of their own dignity. The 
man who tries to bluff the captain of a steamship 
like the Geranium has a hard row to hoe. Mr. 
Hodden descended to his state-room in a more 
subdued frame of mind than when he went on the 
upper deck. However, he still felt able to crush his 
unfortunate room-mate. 

''You insist, then," he said, speaking to Buel for 
the first time, *' on occupying this room ? " 

" I have no choice in the matter." 

" I thought perhaps you might feel some hesitation 
in forcing yourself in where you were so evidently 
not wanted ? *' 

The hero-worshipper in Buel withered, and the 
natural Englishman asserted itself. 

"I have exactly the same right in this room that 
you have/ I claim no privilege which I have not 
paid for." 

" Do you wish to suggest that I have made such 
a claim ? " 

*'I suggest nothing; I state it. You have made 
such a claim, and in a most offensive manner." 
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" Do you understand the meaning of the language 
you are using, air ? You are calling me a liar." 



" You put it very tersely, Mr. Hodden. Thank you. 
Now, if you venture to address me again during this 
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voyage, I shall be obliged if you keep a civil tongue 
In your head." 

" Good heaveuB ! You talk of civility ? " cried the 
astonished man, aghast. 



" If I haven'i robbed that poor iniwemi young nau 
■ 0/ a booir ! " 

His rooEfL-mate went to the upper deck. In the 
next state<rooni pretty Miss Carrie Jessop clapped 
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her^small hands silently together. The construction 
of state-rooms is such that every word uttered in one 
above the breath is audible in the next room. Miss 
Jessop could not help hearing the whole controversy, 
from the time the steward was ordered so curtly to 
remove the portmanteau, until the culmination of 
the discussion and the evident defeat of Mr. Hodden. 
Her sympathy was all with the other fellow, at that 
moment unknown, but a sly peep past the edge of 
the scarcely opened door told her that the un- 
named party in the quarrel was the awkward young 
man who had found her book. She wondered if the 
Hodden mentioned could possibly be the author, and, 
with a woman's inconsistency, felt sure that she 
would detest the story, as if the personality of the 
writer had anything whatever to do with his work. 
She took down the parcel from the shelf and undid 
the string. Her eyes opened wide as she looked at 
the title. 

" Well I never ! " she gasped. '* If I haven't lobbed 
that poor, innocent young man of a book he bought 
for himself ! Attempted eviction by his room-mate, 
and bold highway robbery by an unknown woman ! 
No, it's worse than that; it's piracy, for it happened on 
the high seas." And the girl laughed softly to herself. 



CHAPTER m. 

Kenan Buel walked the deck alone in the evei;iing 
light, and felt that he ought to be enjoying the 
calmness and serenity of the ocean expanse around 
him after the noise and squalor of London ; but now 
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that the excitemeDt of the recent quarrel was over, 
he felt the reaction, and his natural diffidence led 
him to blame himself. Most of the passengers were 
below, preparing for dinner, and he had the deck 
to himself. As he turned on one of his rounds, he 
saw approaching him the girl of Euston Station, as 
he mentally termed her. She had his book in her 
hand. 

" I have come to beg your pardon,*' she said. " I 
see it was your own book I took from you to-day." 

** My own book ! '' cried Buel, fearing she had 
somehow discovered his guilty secret. 

**Yes. Didn't you buy this for yourself?" She 
held up the volume. 

** Gh, certainly. But you are quite welcome to it, 
I am sure." 

*' I couldn't think of taking it away from you 
before you have read it." 

** But I have read it," replied Buel, eagerly ; '* and 
I shall be very pleased to lend it to you." 

''Indeed? And how did you manage to read it 
without undoing the parcel ? " 

*' That is to say I — I skimmed over it before it was 
done up," he said in confusion. The clear eyes of 
the girl disconcerted him, and, whatever his place 
in fiction is now, he was at that time a most unskilful 
liar. 

" You see, I bought it because it is written by a 
namesake of mine. My name is Buel, and I hap- 
pened to notice that was the name on the book ; in 
fact, if you remember, when you were looking over it 
at the stall, the clerk mentioned the author's name, 
and that naturally caught my attention." 
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The girl glanced with renewed interest at the 
volume. 



" Didn't yott bay Ikii hook/or yvunel/t" 

" Was this the book I was looking at ? The story 
I boaght was Hodden's latest. I found it a moment 
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ago down in my state-room, so it was not lost 
after all." 

They were now walking together as if they were 
old acquaintances, the girl still holding the volume 
in her hand. 

*' By the way," she said innocently, " I see on the 
passenger list that there is a Mr. Hodden on board. 
Do you think he can be the novelist ? " 

" I believe he is," answered Buel, stiffly. 

" Oh, that will be too jolly for anything. I would 
80 like to meet him. I am sure he must be a most 
charming man. His books show such insight into 
human nature, such sympathy and noble purpose. 
There could be nothing petty or mean about such a 
man." 

** I — I — suppose not." 

" Why, of course there couldn't. You have read 
his books, have you not ? " 

'* All of them except his latest." 

** Well, I'll lend you that, as you have been so kind 
as to oflfer me the reading of this one." 

''Thank you. After you have read it your- 
self." 

" And when you have become acquainted with Mr. 
Hodden, I want you to introduce him to me." 

"With pleasure. And — and when I do so, who 
shall I tell him the young lady is? " 

The audacious girl laughed lightly, and, stepping 
back, made him a saucy bow. 

**You will introduce me as Miss Caroline Jessop, 
of New York. Be sure that you say * New York,' for 
that will account to Mr. Hodden for any eccentricities 
of conduct or conversation he may be good enough 
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to notice. I suppose you think American girls are 
very forward ? All Englishmen do," 

" On the contrary, I have always understood that 
they are very charming.*' 

** Indeed? And so you. are going over to 
see ? " 

Buel laughed. All the depression he felt a short 
time before had vanished. 

** I had no such intention when I began the voyage, 
but even if I should quit the steamer at Queenstown, 
I could bear personal testimony to the truth of the 
statement." 

" Oh, Mr. Buel, that is very nicely put. I don't 
think you can improve on it, so I shall run down and 
dress for dinner. There is the first gong. Thanks 
for the book." 

The young man said to himself, '* Buel, my boy, 
you're getting on ; " and he smiled as he leaned over 
the bulwark and looked at the rushing water. He 
sobered instantly as he remembered that he would 
have to go to his state-room and perhaps meet 
Hodden. It is an awkward thing to quarrel with 
your room-mate at the beginning of a long voyage. 
He hoped Hodden had taken his departure to the 
saloon, and he lingered until the second gong rang. 
Entering the state-room, he found Hodden still there. 
Buel gave him no greeting. The other cleared his 
throat several times and then said — 

*' I have not the pleasure of knowing your name." 

" My name is Buel." 

"Well, Mr. Buel, I am sorry that I spoke to you 
in the manner I did, and I hope you will allow me 
to apologize for doing so. Various little matters had 
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combined to irritate me, and—— Of course, that ia 

no excuse. But " 

" Don't Bay anything more. I unreservedly retract 
what I was heated enough to Bay, and bo we may con- 
sider the episode ended. I may add that if the purser 
has a vacant berth anywhere, I shall be very glad 



Entering the ilaU-roam, he/oand Hoddeu ttHl there. 

to take it, if the occupants of the room make no 
objection." 

" You are very kind," said Hodden ; but he did not 
make any show of decUning the offer. , 

" Very well, then ; let us settle the matter while 
we are at it." And Bael pressed the electric button. 
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The steward looked in, saying, — 

"Dinner is ready, gentlemen.*' 

**Yes, I know. Just ask the purser if he can 
step here for a moment.*' 

The purser came promptly, and if he was disturbed 
at bping called at such a moment he did not 
show it. Pursers are very diplomatic persons. 

*' Have you a vacant berth anywhere, purser ? ** 

An expression faintly suggestive of annoyance 
passed over the purser's serene brow. He thought 
the matter had been settled. 

" We have several berths vacant, but they are 
each in rooms that already contain three persons." 

"One of those will do for me; that is, if the 
occupants have Ho objection." 

" It will be rather crowded, sir." 

" That doesn't matter, if the others are willing." 

"Very good, sir. I will see to it immediately 
after dinner." 

The purser was as good as his word, and intro- 
duced Buel and his portmanteau to a room that 
contained three wild American collegians who had 
been doing Europe "on the cheap" and on foot. 
They received the new-comer with a hilariousness that 
disconcerted him. 

"Hello, purser ! " cried one, " this is an English- 
man. You didn't tell us you were going to run in an 
Englishman on us." 

" Never mind, we'll convert him on the way over." 

" I say, purser, if you sling a hammock from the 
ceiling and put up a cot on the floor you can put 
two more men in here. Why didn't you think 
of that?" 
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" It's not too late yet. Why did you suggest it ? " 

'* Gentlemen," said Buel, "I have no desire to 
intrude, if it is against your wish.*' 

*'0h, that's all right. Never mind them. They 
have to talk or die. The truth is, we were lonesome 
without a fourth man." 

** What's his name, purser ? " 

** My name is Buel." 

One of them shouted out the inquiry, '* What's the 
matter with Buel ? " and all answered in concert 
with a yell that made the steamer ring, *' lie's 
all right." 

" You'll have to sing * Hail Columbia ' night and 
morning if you stay in this cabin." 

" Very good," said Buel, entering into the spirit of 
the occasion. " Singing is not my strong point, and 
after you hear me at it once you will be glad to pay 
a heavy premium to have it stopped." 

*' Say, Buel, can you play poker ?" 

" No ; but I can learn." 

"That's business. America's just yearning for 
men who can learn. We have had so many English- 
men who know it all, that we'll welcome a change. 
But poker's an expensive game to acquire." 

"Don't be bluffed, Mr. Buel. Not one of the 
crowd has enough money left to buy the drinks all 
round. We would never have got home if we hadn't 
return tickets." 

" Say, boys, let's lock the purser out, and ma.ke 
Buel an American citizen before he can call for help. 
You solemnly swear that you hereby and hereon 
renounce all emperors, kings, princes, and potentates, 
and more especially — how does the rest of it go ! '* 
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'' He must give up his titles, honours, knighthoods, 
and things of that sort." 

** Say, Buel, you're not a lord or a duke by any 
chance ? Because, if you are, we'll call back the 
purser and have you put out yet." 

*'No, I haven't even the title esquire, which, I 
understand, all American citizens possess." 

''Oh, you'll do. Now, I propose that Mr. Buel 
take his choice of the four bunks, and that we raffle 
for the rest." 

When Buel reached the deck out of this pande- 
monium, he looked around for another citizen of the 
United States, but she was not there. He wondered 
if she were reading his book, and how she liked it. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Next morning Mr. Buel again searched the deck for 
the fair American, and this time he found her read- 
ing his book, seated very comfortably in her deck 
chair. The fact that she was so engaged put out of 
Buel's mind the greeting he had carefully prepared 
beforehand, and he stood there awkwardly, not know- 
ing what to say. He inwardly cursed his unreadi- 
ness, and felt, to his further embarrassment, that 
his colour was rising. He was not put more at his 
ease when Miss Jessop looked up at him coldly, with 
a distinct frown on her pretty face. 

** Mr. Buel, I believe ? " she said pertly. 

" I — I think so," he stammered. 

She went on with her reading, ignoring him, and 
he stood there not knowing how to get away. When 
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lie pulled himaelf together, after a few moments' 
silence, and was about to depart, wondering at 
the caprice of womankind, she looked up again, and 
said icily — 



Ue found her reaiUug hit bnoh. 

" Why don't yoii ask me to walk with you ? Do 
you think you have no duties, merely becauee you 
are on shipboard ? " 

"It isn't a duty, it is a pleasure, if you will come 



f 
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with me. I was afraid I had offended you in some 
way." 

" You have. That is why I want to walk with you, 
I wish to give you a piece of my mind, and it won't 
be pleasant to listen to, I can assure you. So there 
must be no listener but yourself." 

'* Is it so serious as that ? " 

" Quite. Assist me, please. Why do you have to 
be asked to do such a thing ? I don't suppose there 
is another man on the ship who would see a lady 
struggling wi4ih her rugs, and never put out his 
hand." 

Before the astounded young man could oflfer assist- 
ance the girl sprang to her feet and stood beside him. 
Although she tried to retain her severe look of dis- 
pleasure, there was a merry twinkle in the corner of 
her eye, as if she enjoyed shocking him. 

*' I fear I am very unready." 

^' You are." . . . 

*' Will you take my arm as we walk ? " 

*' Certainly not," she answered, putting the .tips of 
her fingers into the shallow pockets of her pilot 
jacket. ''Don't you know the United States are long 
since independent of England ?" 

" I had forgotten for the moment. My knowledge 
of history is rather limited, even when I try to 
remember. Still, independence and all, the two 
countries may be friends, may they not? " 

"I doubt it. It seems to be natural that an 
American should hate an Englishman." 

*' Dear me, is it so bad as that ? Why, may I ask ? 
Is it on account of the little trouble in 1770, or when- 
ever it was ? " 
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" 1776, when we conquered you." 

" Were we conquered ? That is another historical 
fact which has been concealed from me, I am afraid 
England doesn't quite realize her unfortunate posi- 
tion. She has a good deal of go about her for a 
conquered nation. But I thought the conquering, 
which we all admit, was of much moi'e recent date, 
when the pretty American girls began to come over. 
Then Englishmen at once capitulated." 

"Yes," she cried scornfully. "And I don't know 
which to despise most, the American girls who 
marry Englishmen, or the Englishmen they marry. 
They are married for their money." 

" Who ? The Enghshmen ? " 

The girl stamped her foot on the deck as they 
turned around. 

" You know very well what I mean. An English- 
man thinks of nothing but money." 

" Eeally ? I wonder where you got all your cut- 
and-dried notions about Englishmen ? You seem to 
have a great capacity for contempt. I don't think it 
is good. My experience is rather limited, of course, 
but, as far as it goes, I find good and bad in all 
nations. There are Englishmen whom I find it im- 
possible to like, and there are Americans whom I 
find I admire in spite of myself. There are also, 
doubtless, good Englishmen and bad Americans, if 
we only knew where to find them. You cannot sum 
up a nation and condemn it in a phrase, you know." 

" Can't you ? Well, literary Englishmen have 
tried to do so in the case of America. No English 
writer has ever dealt even fairly with the United 
States." 
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'* Don't you think the States are a little too sensi- 
tive about the matter ? " 

*' Sensitive ? Bless you, we don't mind it a bit.*' 

** Then where's the harm ? Besides, America has 
its revenge in you. Your scathing contempt more 
than balances the account.'* 

" I only wish I could write. Then I would let you 
know what I think of you." 

" Oh, don't publish a book about us. I wouldn't 
like to see war between the two countries." 

Miss Jessop laughed merrily for so belligerent a 
person. 

''War?" she cried. "I hope yet to see an 
American army camped in London." 

*' If that is your desire, you can see it any day in 
summer. You will find them tenting out at the 
Metropole and all the expensive hotels. I bivouacked 
with an invader there some weeks ago, and he was 
enduring the rigours of camp life with great fortitude, 
mitigating his trials with unlimited champagne.'* 

''Why, Mr. Buel," cried the girl admiringly, 
"you're beginning to talk just like an American 
yourself." 

" Oh, now, you are trying to make me con- 
ceited." 

Miss Jessop sighed, and shook her head. 

"I had nearly forgotten," she said, "that I 
despised you. I remember now why I began to walk 
with you. It was not to talk frivolously, but to 
show you the depth of my contempt ! Since yester- 
day you have gone down in my estimation from 190 
to 56." 

"Fahrenheit?" 
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'* No, that was a Wall Street quotation. Your 
stock has ' slumped,' as we say on the Street." 

" Now you are talking Latin, or worse, for I can 
understand a little Latin.'' 

*' ' Slumped ' sounds slangy, doesn't it ? It isn't 
a pretty word, but it is expressive. It means going 
down with a run, or rather, all in a heap." 

" "What have I done ? " 

"Nothing you can say will undo it, so there is 
no use in speaking any more about it. Second 
thoughts are best. My second thought is to say no 
more." 

"I must know my crime. Give me a chance to, 
at least, reach par again, even if I can't hope to 
attain the 90 above." 

"I thought an Englishman had some grit. I 
thought he did not allow any one to walk over him. 
I thought he stood by his guns when he knew he 
was in the right. I thought he was a manly man, 
and a fighter against injustice ! " 

"Dear me! Judging by your conversation of a 
few minutes ago, one would imagine that you 
attributed exactly the opposite qualities to him." 

"I say I thought all this — yesterday. I don't 
think so to-day." 

" Oh, I see ! And all on account of me ? " 

" All on account of you." 

" Once more, what have I done ? " 

"What have you done? You have allowed that 
detestably selfish specimen of your race. Hodden, 
to evict you from your room." 

The young man stopped abruptly in his walk, and 
looked at the girl with astonishment. She, her 
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iiands still coquettishly thrust in her jacket-pockets, 
returned his gaze with unruffled serenity. 

** What do you know about it ? '* he demanded 
at last. 

"Everything. From the time you meekly told 
the steward to take out your valise until the time 
you meekly apologized to Hodden for having told 
him the truth, and then meekly followed the purser 
to a room containing three others." 

** But Hodden meekly, as you express it, apologized 
first. I suppose you know that too, otherwise I 
would not have mentioned it." 

** Certainly he did. That was because he found 
his overbearing tactics did not work. He apologized 
merely to get rid of you, and did. That's what put 
me out of patience with you. To think you couldn't 
see through his scheme ! " 

*' Oh ! I thought it was the lack of manly qualities 
you despised in me. Now you are accusing me of 
not being crafty." 

" How severely you say that ! You quite frighten 
me ! You will be making me apologize by-and-by, 
and I don't want to do that." 

Buel laughed, and resumed his walk. 

"It's all right," he said; "Hodden's loss is my 
gain. I've got in with a jolly lot, who took the 
trouble last night to teach me the great American 
game at cards — and counters." 

Miss Jessop sighed. 

"Having escaped with my life," she said, "I 
think I shall not run any more risks, but shall 
continue with your book. I had no idea you could 
look so fierce. I have scarcely gotten over it yet. 

s 
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Besides, I am very much interested in that book of 
yours." 

"Why do 3'ou say so persistently 'that book of 
mine ' ? " 

" Isn't it yours ? You bought it, didn't you ? 
Then it was written by your relative, you know." 

** I said my namesake." 

" So you did. And now I'm going to ask you an 
impudent question. You will not look wicked again, 
will you ? " 

*' I won't promise. That depends entirely on the 
question." 

" It is easily answered." 

" I'm waiting." 

" What is your Christian name, Mr. Buel ? " 

" My Christian name ? " he repeated, uncomfort- 
ably. 

" Yes, what is it ? " 

" Why do you wish to know ? " 

*' A woman's reason — because." 

They walked the length of the deck in silence. 

" Come, now," she said, " confess. What is it ? " 

'' John." 

Miss Jessop laughed heartily, but quietly. 

" You think John commonplace, I suppose ? " 

" Oh, it suits you, Mr. Buel. Good-bye." 

As the young woman found her place in the book, 
she mused, '* How blind men are, after all — with his 
name in full on the passage list." Then she said 
to herself, with a sigh, *' I do wish I had bought this 
book instead of Hodden's." 
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CHAPTEE V. 

At first Mr. Hodden held somewhat aloof from his 
fellow-passengers; but, finding perhaps that there 
was no general desire to intrude upon him, he con- 
descended to become genial to a select few. He 
walked the deck alone, picturesquely attired. He 
was a man who paid considerable attention to his 
personal appearance. As day followed day, Mr. 
Hodden unbent so far as to talk frequently with Miss 
Jessop on what might almost be called equal terms. 
The somewhat startling opinions and unexpected 
remarks of the American girl appeared to interest 
him, and doubtless tended to confirm his previous 
unfavourable impressions of the inhabitants of the 
Western world. Mr. Buel was usually present during 
these conferences, and his conduct under the circum- 
stances was not admirable. He was silent and 
moody, and almost gruff on some occasions. Perhaps 
Hodden's persistent ignoring of him, and the elder 
man's air of conscious superiority, irritated Buel; 
but if he had had the advantage of mixing much in 
the society of his native land he would have become 
accustomed to that. People thrive on the condescen- 
sion of the great ; they like it, and boast about it. 
Yet Buel did not seem to be pleased. But the most 
astounding thing was that the young man should 
actually have taken it upon himself to lecture Miss 
Jessop once, when they were alone, for some remarks 
she had made to Hodden as she sat in her deck-chair, 
with Hodden loquacious on her right and Buel taciturn 
on her left. What right had Buel to find fault with 



Atjinl Mr. Hodden held aloof from his felloic-paetengeri. 
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a free and independent citizen of another country ? 
Evidently none. It might have been expected that 
Miss Jessop, rising to the occasion, would have 
taught the young man his place, and would perhaps 
have made some scathing remark about the tendency 
of Englishmen to interfere in matters that did not 
concern them. But she did nothing of the kind. 
She looked down demurely on the deck, with the 
faint flicker of a smile hovering about her pretty 
lips, and now and then flashed a quick glance at the 
serious face of the young man. The attitude was 
very sweet and appealing, but it was not what we 
have a right to expect from one whose ruler is her 
servant towards one whose ruler is his sovereign. In 
fact, the conduct of those two young people at this 
time was utterly inexplicable. 

" Why did you pretend to Hodden that you had 
never heard of him, and make him state that he was 
a writer of books ? " Buel had said. 

" I did it for his own good. Do you want me to 
minister to his insufferable vanity ? Hasn't he 
egotism enough already ? I saw in a paper a while 
ago that his most popular book had sold to the 
extent of over 100,000 copies in America. I suppose 
that is something wonderful ; but what does it amount 
to after all ? It leaves over fifty millions of people 
who doubtless have never heard of him. For the 
time being I merely went with the majority. We 
always do that in the States.*' 

" Then I suppose you will not tell him you bought 
his latest book in London, and so you will not have 
the privilege of bringing it up on deck and read- 
ing it?" 
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''No. The pleasure of reading that book must be 
postponed until I reach New York. But my punish- 
ment does not end there. Would you believe that 
authors are so vain that they actually carry with 
them the books they have written ? " 

" You astonish me." 

''I thought I should. And added to that, would 
you credit the statement that they oflfer to lend their 
works to inoflfensive people who may not be interested 
in them and who have not the courage to refuse? 
Why do you look so confused, Mr. Buel ? I am 
speaking of Mr. Hodden. He kindly offered me his 
books to read on the way over. He has a prettily 
bound set with him. He gave me the first to-day, 
which I read ever so many years ago.'' 

" I thought you liked his books ? " 

'* For the first time, yes ; but I don't care to read 
them twice." 

The conversation was here interrupted by Mr. 
Hodden himself, who sank into the vacant chair 
beside Miss Jessop. Buel made as though he would 
rise and leave them, together, but with an almost 
imperceptible motion of the hand nearest him. Miss 
Jessop indicated her wish that he should remain, 
and then thanked him with a rapid glance for under- 
standing. The young man felt a glow of satisfaction 
at this, and gazed at the blue sea with less discon- 
tent than usual in his eyes. 

" I have brought you/' said the novelist, *' another 
volume." 

"Oh, thank you," cried Miss Duplicity, with un- 
necessary emphasis on the middle word. 

'* It has been considered," continued Mr. Hodden, 



THE EERALDS OF FAME. 263 

" by those whose opinions are thought highly of in 
London, to be perhaps my most successful work. It 
is, of course, not for me to pass judgment on such an 
estimate ; but for my own part I prefer the story I 



Thf eonverialioa imi» here intermpled fti/ Mr. Hodrien. 

gave you this morning. An author's choice is rarely 

that of the public." 

" And was this book published in America ? " 

" I can hardly say it was published. They did me 
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the honour to pirate it in your most charming 
country. Some friend — or perhaps I should say 
enemy — sent me a copy. It was a most atrocious 
production, in a paper cover, filled with mistakes, 
and adorned with the kind of spelling, which is, alas ! 
prevalent there." 

'* I believe," said Buel, speaking for the first time, 
but with his eyes still on the sea, '* there is good 
English authority for much that we term American 
spelling." 

*' English authority, indeed ! " cried Miss Jessop ; 
'* as if we needed English authority for anything. If 
we can't spell better than your great English 
authority, Chaucer — well ! " Language seemed to 
fail the young woman. 

'* Have you read Chaucer ? " asked Mr. Hodden, in 
surprise. 

" Certainly not ; but I have looked at his poems, 
and they always remind me of one of those dialect 
stories in the magazines." 

Miss Jessop turned over the pages of the book 
which had been given her, and as she did so a name 
caught her attention. She remembered a problem 
that had troubled her when she read the book 
before. She cried impulsively — 

" Oh, Mr. Hodden, there is a question I want to 

ask you about this book. Was " Here she 

checked herself in some confusion. 

Buel, who seemed to realize the situation, smiled 
grimly. 

'* The way of the transgressor is hard," he whispered 
in a tone too low for Hodden to hear. 

" Isn't it ? " cordially agreed the unblushing 
young woman. 
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" What did you wish to ask me ? " inquired the 
novelist. 

" Was it the American spelling or the American 
piracy that made you dislike the United States ? " 

Mr. Hodden raised his eyebrows. 

'* Oh, I do not dislike the United States. I have 
many friends there, and see much to admire in the 
country. But there are some things that do not 
commend themselves to me, and those I ventured to 
touch upon lightly on one or two occasions, much to 
the displeasure of a section of the inhabitants — 
a small section, I hope." 

** Don't you think," ventured Buel, '* that a writer 
should rather touch on what pleases him than on 
what displeases him, in writing of a foreign country ? " 

" Possibly. Nations are like individuals ; they 
prefer flattery to honest criticism." 

" But a writer should remember that there is no 
law of libel to protect a nation." 

To this remark Mr. Hodden did not reply. 

** And what did you object to most, Mr. Hodden ? " 
asked the girl. 

*' That is a hard question to answer. I think, 
however, that one of the most deplorable features 
of American life is the unbridled license of the Press. 
The reporters make existence a burden ; they print 
the most unjustifiable things in their so-called inter- 
views, and a man has no redress. There is no 
escaping them. If a man is at all well known, 
they attack him before he has a chance to leave 
the ship. If you refuse to say anything, they will 
write a purely imaginative interview. The last 
time I visited America, five of them came out 
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to interview me — they came out in the Custom 
House steamer, I believe." 

'* Why, I should feel flattered if they took all that 
trouble over me, Mr. Hodden." 

" All I ask of them is to leave me alone." 

" I'll protect you, Mr. Hodden. When they come, 
you stand near me, and I'll beat them oflf with my 
sunshade. I know two newspaper men — real nice 
young men they are too — and they always do what 
I tell them." 

**I can quite believe it. Miss Jessop." 

" Well, then, have to fear while I'm on board." 

Mr. Hodden shook his head. He knew how' it 
would be, he said. 

*' Let us leave the reporters. What else do you 
object t9 ? I want to learn, and so reform my 
country when I get back.'* 

*' The mad passion of the people after wealth, and 
the unscrupulousness of their methods of obtaining 
it, seem to me unpleasant phases of life over 
there." 

" So they are. And what you say makes me sigh 
for dear old London. How honest they are, and 
how little they care for money there ! They don't 
put up the price 50 per cent, merely because a girl 
has an American accent. Oh no. They think she 
likes to buy at New York prices. And they are so 
honourable down in the city that nobody ever gets 
cheated. Why, you could put a purse up on a pole 

in London, just as as was it Henry the 

Eighth ?" 

'' Alfred, I think ! " suggested Buel. 

" Thanks ! As Alfred the Great used to do." 
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Mr. Hodden . looked askance at the young 
woman. 

** Remember," he said, ''that you asked me for my 
opinion. If what I have said is offensive to one 
who is wealthy, as doubtless you are. Miss Jessop, 
I most sincerely — -r^ " 

" Me ? Well, I never know whether I'm wealthy 
or not. I expect that before long I shall have to 
take to typewriting. Perhaps, in that case, you will 
give me some of your novels to do, Mr. Hodden. 
You see, my father is on the Street." 

''Dear me!" said Mr. Hodden, "I am sorry to 
hear that." 

"Why? They are not all rogues on Wall Street, 
in spite of what the papers say. Eemember your 
own opinion of the papers. They are not to be 
trusted when they speak of Wall Street men. When 
my father got very rich once I made him give me 
100,000 dollars, so that, should things go wrong — 
they generally go wrong for somebody on Wall Street 
— we would have something to live on, but, un- 
fortunately, he always borrows it again. Some day, 
I'm afraid, it will go, and then will come the type- 
writer. That's why I took my aunt with me and 
saw Europe before it was too late. I gave him a 
power of attorney before I left, so I've had an anxious 
time on the Continent. My money was all right 
when we left Liverpool, but goodness knows where it 
will be when I reach New York." 

"How very interesting. I never heard of a 
situation just like it before." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The big vessel lay at rest in New York Bay waiting 
for the boat of the health officers and the steamer 
with the customs men on board. The passengers 
were in a state of excitement at the thought of being 
so near home. The captain, who was now in 
excellent humour, walked the deck and chatted affably 
with every one. A successful voyage had been com- 
pleted. Miss Jessop feared the coming of the customs 
boat as much as Hodden feared the reporters. If 
anything, he was the more resigned of the two. 
What American woman ever lands on her native 
shore without trembling before the revenue laws of 
her country ? Kenan Biiel, his arms resting on the 
bulwarks, gazed absently at the green hills he was 
seeing for the first time, but his thoughts were not 
upon them. The young man was in a quandary. 
Should he venture, or should he not, that was the 
question. Admitting, for the sake of argument, that 
she cared for hiiA, w^hat had he to offer ? Merely 
himself, and the debt still unpaid on his first book. 
The situation was the more embarrassing because 
of a remark she had made about Englishmen marry- 
ing for money. He had resented that on general prin- 
ciples when he heard it, but now it had a personal 
application that seemed to confront him whichever 
way he turned. Besides, wasn't it all rather sudden, 
from an insular point of view ? Of course they did 
things with great rapidity in America, so perhaps 
she would not object to the suddenness. He had no 
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one to consult; and he felt the lack of advice. He 
did not want to make a mistake, neither did he wish 
to be laughed at. StUl, the laughing would not 
matter if everything turned out right. Anyhow, Miss 
Jessop's laugh was very kindly. He remembered 
that if he were in any other difficulty he would turn 
quite naturally to her for advice, although he had 
known her so short a time, and he regretted that in 
his present predicament he was debarred from 
putting the case before her. And yet, why not ? He 
might put tte supposititious case of a friend, and ask 
what the friend ought to do. He dismissed this a 
moment later. It was too much like what people 
did in a novel, and besides, he could not carry it 
through. She would see through the sham at once. 
At this point he realized that he was just where he 
began. 

" Dear me, Mr. Buel, how serious you look. I am 
afraid you don't approve of America. Are you sorry 
the voyage is ended ? *' 

" Yes, I am," answered Buel, earnestly. *' I feel 
as if I had to begin life over again." 

" And are you afraid ? " 

'' A little." 

"I am disappointed in you. I thought you were 
not afraid of anything." 

'* You were disappointed in me the first day, you 
remember." 

" So I was. I had forgotten." 

''Will your father come on board to meet 
you?" 

'' It depends altogether on the state of the market. 
If things are dull, he will very likely meet me out 
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here. If the Street is brisk, I won't see him till he 
arrives home to-night. If medium, he will be on 
the wharf when we get in.*' 

*' And when you meet him I suppose you will know 
whether you are rich or poor ? " 

" Oh, certainly. It will be the second thing I ask 
him." 

*' When you know, I want you to tell me. Will 
you ? " 

'* Are you interested in knowing ? " 

" Very much so." 

" Then I hope I shall be rich." 

Mr. Buel did not answer. He stared gloomily 
down at the water lapping the iron side of the 
motionless steamer. The frown on his brow was 
deep. Miss Jessop looked at him for a moment out 
of the corners of her eyes. Then she said, im- 
pulsively — 

" I know that was mean. I apologize. I told you 
I did not like to apologize, so you may know how 
sorry I am. And, now that I have begun, I also 
apologize for all the flippant things I have said 
during the voyage, and for my frightful mendacity 
to poor Mr. Hodden, who sits there so patiently and 
picturesquely waiting for the terrible reporters. 
Won't you forgive me ? " 

Buel was not a ready man, and he hesitated just 
the smallest fraction of a second too long. 

"I won't ask you twice, you know,", said Miss 
Jessop, drawing herself up with dignity. 

'* Don't — don't go!" cried the young man, with 
sudden energy, catching her hand. "I'm an un- 
mannerly boor. But I'll risk everything and tell you 
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the trouble. I don't care a — I don't care whether 
you are rich or poor. I " 

Miss Jessop drew away her hand. 

" Oh, there's the boat, Mr. Buel, and there's my 
papa on the upper deck." 

She waved her handkerchief in the air in answer 
to one that was fluttering on the little steamer. 
Buel saw the boat cutting a rapid semicircle in the 
bay as she rounded to, leaving in her wake a long, 
curving track of foam. She looked ridiculously small 
compared with the great ship she was approaching, 
and her deck seemed crowded. 

"And there are the reporters!" she cried; "ever 
so many of them. I guess Mr. Hodden will be sorry 
he did not accept my offer of protection. I know 
that young man who is waving his hand. He was 
on the Herald when I left ; but no one can say what 
paper he's writing for now." 

As the boat came nearer a voice shouted — 

" All well, Carrie ? " 

The girl nodded. Her eyes and her heart were too 
full for speech. Buel frowned at the approaching' 
boat, and cursed its inopportune arrival. He was 
astonished to hear some one shout from her deck — 

" Hello, Buel ! " 

" Why, there's some one who knows you ! " said 
the girl, looking at him. 

Buel saw a man wave his hand, and automatically 
he waved in. return. After a moment he realized 
that it was Brant the publisher. The customs 
officers were first on board, for it is ordained by the 
law that no foot is to tread the deck before theirs ; 
but the reporters made a good second. 
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Miss Jessop xushed to the gangway^ leaving Bael 
alone. 

*' Hello, Cap ! '* cried one of the young men of the 
Press, with that lack of respect for the dignitaries of 
» this earth which is characteristic of them. " Had 

a good voyage ? " 

*' Splendid," answered the captain, with a smile. 

*' Where's your celebrity ? Trot him out." 

** I believe Mr. Hodden is aft somewhere." 

" Oh, Hodden ! " cried the young man, pro- 
fanely ; " he's a chestnut. Where's Kenan Buel ? " 

The reporter did not wait for a reply, for he saw 
by the crowd around a very flushed young man that 
the victim had been found and cornered. 

*'Eeally, gentlemen," said the embarrassed Eng- 
lishman, "you have made a mistake. It is Mr. 
Hodden you want to see. I will take you to him." 

''Hodden's played," said one of the young men in 
an explanatory way, although Buel did not under- 
stand the meaning of the phrase. *' He's petered 
out ; " which addition did not make it any plainer. 
" You're the man for our money every time." 

" Break away there, break away ! " cried the 
belated Brant, forcing his way through them and 
taking Buel by the hand. '* There's no rush, you 
know, boys. Just let me have a minute's talk with 
Mr. Buel. It will be all right. I have just set up 
the champagne down in the saloon. It's my treat, 
you know. There's tables down there, and we can 
do things comfortably. I'll guarantee to produce 
Buel inside of five minutes." 

Brant linked arms with the young man, and they 
walked together down the deck. 
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'* Do you know what this means, Buel ? '* he said, 
waving his hand towards the retreating newspaper 
men. 

''I suppose it means that you have got them to 
interview me for business purposes. I can think of 
no other reason." 

*' I've had nothing to do with it. That shows just 
how little you know about the American Press. Why, 
all the money IWe got wouldn't bring those men out 
here to interview anybody who wasn't worth inter- 
viewing. It means fame; it means wealth ; it means 
that you have turned the corner ; it means you have 
the world before you; it means everything. Those 
young men are not reporters to you ; they are the 
heralds of fame, my boy. A few of them may get 
there themselves some day, but it means that you 
have got there now. Do you realize that ? " 

"Hardly. I suppose, then, the book has been a 
success 5^" 

" A success ? It's been a cyclone. I've been 
fighting pirates ever since it came out. You see, I 
took the precaution to write some things in the book 
myself." 

Buel looked alarmed. 

"And then I copyrighted the whole thing, and 
they can't tell which is mine and which is yours 
until they get a hold of the English edition. That's 
why I did not wait for your corrections." 

" We are collaborators, then ? " 

"You bet. I suppose some of the English copies 
are on this steamer ? I'm going to try to have them 
seized by the customs if I can. I think I'll make 
a charge of indecency against the book." 

T 
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*' Good heavens ! " cried Buel, aghast. " There 
is nothing of that in it." 

** I am afraid not," said Brant, regretfully. " But 
it will give us a week more at least before it is 
decided. Anyhow, I'm ready for the pirates, even 
if they do come out. I*ve printed a cheap paper 
edition, 100,000 copies, and they are now in the 
hands of all the news companies — sealed up, of 
course — from New York to San Francisco. The 
moment a pirate shows his head, I'll telegraph the 
word ' rip ' all over the United States, and they will 
rip open the packages and flood the market with 
authorized cheap editions before the pirates leave 
New York. Oh, L. F. Brant was not born the day 
before yesterday." 

" I see he wasn't," said Buel, smiling. 

"Now you come down and be introduced to the 
newspaper boys. You'll find them jolly nice fellows." 

*'In a moment. You go down and open the 
.champagne. I'll follow you. I — I want to say a 
few words to a friend on board." 

*'No tricks now, Buel. You're not going to try 
to dodge them ? " 

"I'm a man of my word, Mr. Brant. Don't be 
afraid." 

"And now," said the other, putting his hands on 
the young man's shoulders, " you'll be kind to them. 
Don't put oh too much side, you know. You'll for- 
give me for mentioning this, but sometimes your 
countrymen do the high and mighty act a little too 
much. It doesn't pay." 

"I'll do my best. . But I haven't the slightest idea 
what to say. In fact, I've nothing to say." 
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''Oh, that's all right. Don't you worry. Just 
have a talk with them, that's all they want. You'll 
be paralyzed when the interviews come out to-morrow ; 
but you'll get over that." 

''You're sure the book is a success on its own 
merits, and not through any newspaper puffing or 
that sort of thing, you know ? " 

"Why, certainly. Of course our firm pushed it. 
We're not the people to go to sleep over a thing. It 
might not have done quite so well with any other 
house; but. I told you in London I thought it was 
bound to go. The pushing was quite legitimate." 

" In that case I shall be down to see the reporters 
in a very few minutes.". 

Although Buel kept up his end of the conversation 
with Brant; his mind was not on it. Miss Jessop 
and her father were walking near them ; snatches of 
their talk came to him, and his attention wandered 
in spite of himself. The Wall Street man seemed 
to be trying to reassure his daughter, and impart 
to her some of the enthusiasm he himself felt. He 
patted her affectionately on the shoulder now and 
then, and she walked with springy step very close to 
his side. 

"It's all right, Carrie," he said, "and as safe as 
the bank." 

" Which bank, ^apa ? " 

Mr. Jessop laughed. 

"The Chemical Bank, if you like; or, as you are 
just over from the other side, perhaps I should say 
the Bank of England." 

" And did you take out every cent ? " 

" Yes ; and I wished there was double the amount 
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to take. It's a sure thing. There's no speculation 
about it. There isn't a bushel of wheat in the country 
that isn't in the combination. It would have been 
sinful not to have put every cent I could scrape 
together into it. Why, Carrie, I'll give you a quarter 
of a million when the deal comes off." 

Carrie shook her head. 

"I've been afraid of* wheat corners," she said, 
"ever since I was a baby. Still, I've no right to 
say anything. It's all your money, anyway; and 
I've just been playing that it was mine. But I do 
wish you had left a hundred dollars for a type- 
writer." 

Mr. Jessop laughed again in a very hearty and 
confident way. 

" Don't you fret about that, Carrie. I've got four 
type machines down at the ofl&ce. I'll let you have 
your choice before the crash comes. Now I'll go 
down and see those customs men. There won't be 
any trouble. I know them." 

It was when Mr. Jessop departed that Buel sud- 
denly became anxious to get rid of Brant. When he 
had succeeded, he walked over to where the girl 
leaned on the bulwark. 

"Well?" he said, taking his place beside her. 

" Well ! " she answered, without looking up at him. 

" Which is it ? Eich or poor ? " 

"Eich, I should say, by the way the reporters 
flocked about you. That means, I suppose, that your 
book has been a great success, and that you are 
going to make your fortune out of it. Let me con- 
gratulate you, Mr. Buel." 

" Wait a minute. I don't know yet whether I am 
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to be congratulated or not ; that will depend on you. 
Of course you know I was not speaking of myself 
when I asked the question." 

'* Oh, you meant me, did you ? Well, I can't tell 
for some time to come, but I have my fears. I hear 
the click of the typewriter in the near future." 

" Caroline, I am very serious about this. I don't 
believe you think, or could think, that I care much 
about riches. I have been on too intimate terms 
with poverty to be afraid of it. Of course my present 
apparent success has given me courage, and I intend 
to use that courage while it lasts. I have been 
rather afraid of your ridicule, but I think, whether 
you were rich or poor, or whether my book was a 
success or a failure, I would have risked it, and told 
you I loved you." 

The girl did not look up at him, and did not answer 
for a moment. Then she said, in a voice that he 
had to bend very close to hear — 

"I — I would have been sorry all my life if you 
hadn't — risked it." 



THE END. 
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Bellew (Frank).— The Art of Amusing: A CoHaction of Graceful 

Bennett (W. C, LL. P.).— Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, at. 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dobson. Witb 95 
Blerce (Ambrose).— En the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldieis and 
Bill Nye's Comic History of the United States. With 146 Illua- 
Blr6 (Edmond). — Diary of a Citizen of Paris during 'The 
Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks. 

Xba Haw aBllaF|^BBS-lSBI. Wftt 1511 

Old >u'eH ■' »>■ MKUaniri tMlmtr- 
QBliarf. WiLb ±4a IDunt. Ducy hv. cloU, 31. 



Blind (Mathllde), Poems by. 

kST "'"'■"""■ ''""'""°"'^' 



Bourget (Paul).— A Living Lie. Translaied by John db Vilubrs. 
Bourne (H. R. Pox), Books by. 

im'5lSy>y"a Bn^n pIj1i» BtUti ixS^Mom. "own Sy^Lh. aif"^ '^" 



Bovie (Frederick), Works by, Poat 



Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chtsSy 

lUunialliil the OriliD nTuur VulEU Ciutinu. Cl!^I;1Ionl>^ ind SupfnUtiemi Wlk tlia Adihloib of Sli 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 

Provarlu. "<>■>■< BtoFlal. kna Pouna. ToiciMr wuh ii EHCLISH tso AuuiucAN 
Xnthon Kod ihidp Worta, with tSa Dbiui bsmg iho Appendim u Uv Sacond Edinon d( 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 41. ed. each. ' 

Tha MkTCyn B( SoUqu 1 GILIUO. TyCHO%KXHB. ulirKBPLBK. WHll FuInUl. 

I.»«ta»on Maxnral ■■flc WHb nuiiurQin lUiunaMoia, 

Brillat-Savarin.— Qastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 
Brvdges (Harold).— Uncle Sam at Home. With gt lllusirations, 

■ leu Bve, iOutiilol tmnu, ii. j cloUi Unip. u. M 



Buchanan (Robert), Novels, &c., by. 



Crown 8to. cloth extra, y. U. each ; 
Vh% Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Mature. With Frontispiece. 
Sod and the Man. With ii Illustrations bjr 
I«ady Kllpatrlek. xFrbd. Baemard. 
The Martyrdom of Madellae. With 
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPBR. 



post 8vo, illustrated boards, tx. each. 
I*ove Me for Sver. with Frontlspfece. 
Annan Water. I Fokdiove Manor* 

The Hew Abelard. I ttaehel Dene. 
Matt t A Story of a Caravan. Whh Frontispiece. 
The Maater of the Mine. With Frontisuiecei 
The Heir of Itlnne. 1 Woman and the lian^ 



Red and White Heather* Crown Sro^ doth extra, y. 6tl. 



The Wandering Jew t a Christmas Carol Crown 8vo. doth. &r. 

The Charlatan. Bv Robbrt Buchanan and Hrnry Murray. Crown BrOb doth, with ■ 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, y. 6tl, ; post 8ro, picture boards, as. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 

tions of the Quotations. Demy 8to, doth extaa, js. 6d, 

Melaneholy Anatomised i An Abridgment of Burton's Anatomy. Post 8vo. half-bd., ar. &f. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by* Crown 8vo„ cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each. ; post 

8vo, illustrated ooards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. | A Bon of Hagar. I The Deemster. - 

Also LIBRARY Editions of The Deemster and The Shadow of a Crime* set in new type, 

crown 8vo, and bound uniform with The Christian. 6x. each ; and the CHBAP POPULAJl BDmON of 

The Deemster, medium 8vo, portrait*cover. eif. ; cloth, xx. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruiae of the 'Black 

Prince ' Privateer. Post 8to, picture boards, ar. 

Captain Cois:net, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 

Edited by LORBDAN LARCH%y. Translated by Mrs. CarbY. With xoo lUustrationa. Crown 8vo, 
doth, St. td. 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. Alexander Ireland. With 

Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, js. td. 

Carlyle (Thomaa).— On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., is. 6i. 

Correspondenee of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson* lS84(-187a. Edited by 
C E. NORTOK. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth. 94r. 

Carruth (Hayden).~The Adventures of Jones. With 17 lUustra- 
tiona. Fcap. 8ro, doth, as, 

^ — ■ ■ ».*i^— ^— ^^M— ^^^ ■■■■■■— ■ J III ■■■■■■■■ I . I iM iia— ^— ^ »■ ■... I ■ m I I M 1^— — .^■^■^■^^^— I ■■ m<m ■ ■ ■ ■■■■ — 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo. 

doth, as. 6d. each. 

The King In Yellow. | In the QoarUr. 

Chapman's (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Doubtful Ones.— Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNB.— VoL 
III.. Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 

Donna. Crown 8to, doth, 3^ . td. 

Chatto (W. A.) and J. Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood Engravingft 

Historical and Practical With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, half-leather, z&r. 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With 

8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, doth extra, jr. 6d, 
Chancer for Behoole. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy 8vo, doth limp, as. 6d. 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Opein- 

ings. By Howard Staunton. Edited isy R. B. Wormald. Crown 8to, doth, 55. 

The Minor TaoUes of Ghees 1 A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra- 
tesric Prindple. By F. K. YoUNG and E. C HOWBLL. Long fcap. 8vo, doth, as. 60. 

ffhe Hastings Chess Toomament. Containinf^ the Authorised Account of the 930 Games 

Stayed Aug.-Sept.. 1895. With Annotations by PiLLSBURY, LasKBR, TarraSCH, STEINI iv, 
CHIFFBRS, TBICHMANN. BARDBLBBBN, BLACKBURNB, GUNSBBRG, TINSLBY, MASON. »iid 
ALBIN ; Biofrraphical Sketdies of the Chess Masters, and as Portraits. Edited by H. P. CHHSi 1 1 r k. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5f. 

Clare (Austin), Stories by. 

For the Xiove of a Lass. Post 8vo. mastrated boards. •/. ; doth, v. 6A. 

Mw the BiM of the Blver 1 Talw tad SWUhtt le South Tyoedali. CfewB fvo, bocknn. gm, 
tep# <#* 



CHAfTti A tVlMUJS, Publl.hel-1. tit St. MMrUa't LaJfe LttnJdtl. W.C. « 
Cllve ^rs. Archer), Novels by. Post Svo, illust. bouds, zi, each. 

C1o4d (Edward, P. R. A. S.).— Myths and"preainfl." Cr. avo. y. 6rf! 

Coates (Anne). — - RI e' » Diary. Crown Svo. cloth, y. M. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

Coleman (John).— Curly: An Actor's Story. With ii Illustratioos 
Colerldg^e (M. E.}.— The Seven Slee|)ers of Epbesns. FcapSvo, 
Colling (C. Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo. boards, m. 
Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Boolcs by. 



Collins (Mortimer and Prances), Novels by. 

^Ha YUUtfa OamMr. 




Colman's (Oeorgc) Humorous Worlts: -Broad Grms."My Night- 
Colquhoun (M. JO.— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8to, cloth, 
Colt-breaking, Hlntg on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 31. faj. 
C onvalescent Cookery. By Catherine Ryan. Cr. 8vo, 11. ; cl.. n. 6d. 
Conway (Moncure D.) — Qeorge Washington's Rules of Civility 
Cook (Diitton), Novels by. 

Co oper (Edward H.).— Oeoffory H amilt on. Cr. Svo. ctoth, 31. 6d , 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England; or. The 



Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Qiris on a Barge. With 44 lUuatratio 



Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

Cram (Ralph Adams).— Black Spirit* and White. Fcap. Svo, 



6 CHATTO ^ WlNbUS, t>uMigfaefi. ttt &t Martin*! Uile, UndM, W.Ci 
Crellln (fi. N.)» Books by. 

RomanoMi 6ff tli« Old Bcmtfno. With oS Iniiatntlons by S. L. Wood. Citnm Sro, doth, 3/. ^d, 

Tal«« of th« Caliph. CrownBvo, doth. sr. 

Tlia KaMUf n— I A Drama. Crown g»o, u. ' »____«-__ 

Crim (Matt.) .—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

ert w i, with • FreatkpiecB by Dan. Bhard, y. td, } post 8vo» illustrated boards, aj * 

Crockett (S. R.) and others.^ Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockbtt, Gilbbrt ParkbR, Harold Frbdbric, •" * * — """' 

Ilhitffationt by Frahk BRANCWYN. Crown 8vo, doth. v« 



Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Cfcmn 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6i. 

Midi ; poil 0ro. fflustntwi boards, sj. «edi ; doth limp. ar. 6d. each. 

Fratt^r Mln MaTlU«r 1 Dlaaa BavMatfton. I A FamUy XiUnnava. 

A Bird of Passage* I Proper Pride. I * To LmW 

Ylllatfe Tales and Jangle Tragedies. | Two Hesters. I Mr* Jervts. 
Marked or Single T I The Real Lady Hilda. 



Cfomk 8tOi doth extra, %s. td. each. 
- I Interfer 

Beyond the Pale. 



In the Kingdom of Keivy* _ I Interference. I A Third Petson. 

" the 



■Iss Balnalne's Past. Crown 8vo, buduBn, gilt top. &r. 

*P. P. C* (A New • Times Novbl.") Cvown 8to, buckram, ts. . . l^Jtfirtly* 

I I I II 11,1 ■ I P H I I I I .1 .1 

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series: The 

First, from 1835 to xSa-^ ; the Sbcgnd, from 1844 to 185^ ^ Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Tkackbray, hood. Mavhbw, Albert Smith, A'Bbckett, Robert Brough, Ac. With 
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GborGB CRUiKSHAifK, HiNB, LaRDBLLS, &c. 
Two Vobb, crown 8vo, deth gflt, js. 6d. each. 
The Life of George Cmlkshank. By Blanch ard Jbrroz.9* With 84 niustratioas and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8to. cloth extra, y. 6d. ^ 

Cumming (C. P. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 85. €4. ea. 

In the flShrldes. With an Autotype FronChpiece and r^ Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 43 Ulustratiom. 

Two Happy Tears In Ceylon. With 39 Illustrations. 

Tla Cor n wim to BgsrPt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, doth, -js. 6d. 

- - ------ ■ ■ > ■ . ^ ^ -■■-■■■ - 

Cussans (John E.).— -A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient Mf" *- " — ^^■^^■- j— • _^-w ..- «,^-j-..._ 

and » Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 



Cyples (W.).— Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., y, tid, ; post 8vo. bds., 25. 
Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or» Port Solvation. Crown 

8vo, doth extra, ^r. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).— Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a Profession for their Sons when Btsrting la Life. Crown 8vot doth, u. 6d. 

Davidson (Hus:h Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece ly STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extr^ 3*. 6d. 

r'- --" — ' ...■■_=- -.^ -■_ ^- ,, I, ■■ ■ ■ ■ ' ir I ■ I -■■-(■- ■ — f-ri — I r^i r-i ~-' "-* ' 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), W<>rks by. Cr. 8vo, is.ea.; d., xi. 6<f. ea. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims and Snrglcal Hints* 

Nursery Hints t A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Poods for the Pat t The Dietetic Cure of CorplBency and of Gout. 



Aids to Long Life. Crown 8v6, ax. ; doth limp, as.6d. 



Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

iMth Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B; GRQSARt; P.P. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6^. each. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.6.).^The Fountain of Youth. CrowH 8vo, 

doth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUMB NiSBET, 3^. 6d. ; post8vo, illustratftd boards, ef. 

De Guerin (Maurice) , The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trbbutien. 

With a Memoir by Sainte'-BEUVE. Translated from the aoth French Edition by JBSSIB P. FROTH< 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s.'6d. 

W - ' I ^ I.I _~. -—--'■ ■ - - ] I _J ■ ■ ■ ._ ■ ■ - !■ T- - I I 1 _ I.H_ I, 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by Henry Att well. Post 8vo. cloth limp, gj. M. ■ ■ ■ 

be Milie (James).— A Castle In Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 

a Frontispi ece, 3^. 6d. ; post,8YO, Illustrated' boards, aj. 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turl. With Brief Accounti 

<tfTHBOAKS. By Louis Henry CVR20N. Crown Svo, doth Ump, w. Od; 



CHaTTO & WINDUS, PBblUhefg, in St, Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 7 

' ' ' » 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6rf. ea. ; post 8vo, w. ea. 

Oug Lady of TOMPB. f CJgW LoTAra. • 

Dewar (T. R.)*— A Ramble Round the Globe. With zio Illustra- 

tioM. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7f. 6dl ' 

De WIndt (Harry), Books by. "^ 

ThroiKh tho Oqld-Aolds of Alaska to BevlBf Straits. With M*p aad 33 fiiU-pim lUas. 

trations. Demy 8vo. cloth extra. i6x. 
Stortss of Traval and Advsnturs* Crown 8yo, cloth, y. &t • • jShortly. 

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By Alfred Rimmbr. 

"W^tt $J nittttratiQns by C A. Vandhrhoop and the Author. Square 8yo, doth, y. 6d* 

Dictionaries. '- "■ ■ '' ^""^ 



Ths Readav's Handbook of Famous Namss In Ffetlon, Allusions, ■sfSvonoss, 
Proverbs, Plots, Storlss, and Posms. Together with aa Enclish AMD American 
Bibliography, and a List of tub Authors and Datqs op Dramas andOpbras. By 
Rev E. C. Brbmtbr. LL,D. A New Edition, Revised throughout. Cr. 8vo, doth, jv. M iOtt, 13. 

Authors and tbslr Works, with ths Datss. Crown 8vo. doth Hmp. ax. 

A Dicrtionary of Miraolsst Imitative. Realisdcand Dogmatic By the Rot. JS. C BRBW^r, 
LL.P. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. &/. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Groat Hsn. WMi Historical and Explanateiy Kotat by Samuel 
A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vd, doth extra, m. 6d. 

Ths Slantf Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and AttecdotaL Crown 8to, xlMttt 6s. M " 

Words, Facts, and Phrases t A Dictionary of Curions, Quaint, and Out-oftiM-W»y Mattera.- By 
EL1E2ER EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, doth extra. 3.?. 6</. 

Diderot.->The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes^ by 

WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IRVINS^ Crown 8vo. parchment, 4f. 6d. 

bobson (Austin), Works by. 

Thomas Beuriek and hia Pupils, with 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, dodi, tf«. 
Four FrenohiHromen. With Four PortnAs. CrowiiSvo. budcram, gilt top, 6r. ' 
Bightsenth Cer^ury Vignettes. IN Thrbh Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities; Post 

8vo, doth ump, as. 6d. . 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each % doth Hmp, ef. 6d. each. 



Ths Man-Hunter. 1 Wanted I 

Caught at Laat. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan 7 

Suspicion Arouaed. 



A Datectlvs'a Triumphs, 
In the Grip of the l«aur*^ > 
From J^iformation Received. 
Link by Unk. | Dark Dseda* 
Riddles Read. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. each ; doth, as, tcL eaclL 
The Van from HancAieater. With 33 Illustrations. 
Tracked to Doom.- With Six fuB-page Ilhisti«tions by GORDON Brownb. • 
The Myetery of Jamaica Terrace. I The Chjeonlclss-'ofaHohael Dana»|toh. 

Dowling (Richard).— Old Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 35, 6d. 
Doyle ^A. Conan).-~The Firm of Oifidlestone. Cr. 8vo, cU, y. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6d, per Vol. 

Ben Jensen's works. ' with ' Notes, Crftleal and Effplanatory, ahd a Biographical Memoir by 
WlUklAM GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHaMj Three Vds. ■ 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; Vol. III., Translations <Sf the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel Cunningham. One VoL- 

Maaainger'a Playa. From Gifford's Text. . Edited by Colonel Cunn in gham^ One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotbs), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With in Illustrations by F. U. Townseno. 
An American Girl In liondon. with 80 lUustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
Ths Simple Adventures of a Wemsahib. W ith 37 Illustrations by F. H. Townsbno. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, v. 6d. eadi. 
A Daugh ter of To-IHy. I Yemen' s Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by Hal HtJRST. 

Dutt (Romesh C). -^England and India: A'Recotd of Progress 

during One Hund red Years. Crawn Sv o , doth, w. , _ 

Dye r (t. F. thiselton).— The Folk»Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 65. 
E arly English PoetsI Edited^ with Introductions and Annotations 

by Rev. A. B. GroSart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards,, 3J. "td. per Volume, 
Fletcher's (Gilee) Complete Poema. One Vol. 
Daviea* (Sir John) Complete Poetical Worka. Two Vols. 
Herrick'a (Robert) Co'mplete Collected Poema. Three Vols. 
Sidney'a (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols, ^ 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday i|i Bra2ii 

and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustr^tlo/Mk Citrira 8to, cioth.extra, V* - 



8 CHATTO A WINDUS, PublUherg, in St. Martin's Lane, Londoa. W>C 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post 8vo, illast bds., ai.caoh. 

Jlvohi* I«ov«lL ^ I A Point o f Hoimnup* 

A FlMfr Saint. Crown aro. cloth, y . 6rf. lSh»rffy. 

EdwardA (Eltezer).— Words, Pacts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-tbe-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Cro wn »ro, doth, y. 6A. 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Kitty. Post 8vo. bo ards, i. ; cloth, as. 6d. \ Felicia. Post 8to. niaHrsted boaids, u»' 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M. A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With I ntrodu ction by Jlov. Dr. H. WAGE, and Fou r Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 

Eggleston (Edward ) . — Roxy; A Novel. Post Svo. illust. boards. 25. 
Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Baild« 

ing a House. By C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and ^34 Illnsts. Cr. 8ve, cloth, y. td* 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, P.S.A.), Works by. 

Tha Idn and Timaa of Prlnea Charlas Stuart. Count of Albany (THB Yoxmc PltBTBN> 

DER). With a Portrait. Crown Svo. cloth extra, ^s. 6a. 
■tarlaa ftoom tho Btata Fapovs. with Autotype Frontispiece. Crof«m Svo. doth, 6r. 

Eyes, Our ; How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. Svo, 15. 
Familiar Short Sayines of Great Men. By Samubl Arthur Bant, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo. cloth extra, 45. td. each. 

Tha Cbamtaal History of a CaaAIa t Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

br WILLIAM CROOKBS, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 
Oaiha Various Foroas of Ifatuva, and thslr Halations to aaoh othsr. Edited b^ 

WILLIAM CROOKSS. F.CS. With IDustrations. 



Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Military Maaaars and Customs, dron 
War I Three Essays, reprinted from ' Military 



,rewn Svo, cloth extra. &r. 
I Essays, reprinted from * Military Manners and Customs.' Crown fro, ix. ; doth, tr. WL 

Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. id. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, %m. each. 
Tha How Mlstrass. | Wltn sss to tho Doad. j Ths T Ksr LUy. | Tha Whlta VlvglB. 

A Woman Worth Winning. Crown Svo. cloth, gilt top, 6r. 

— I II '■ ' ' ■ ll^i ^■-■l. I —ill I .1 ■ III. ■», I »..il» ^ ■ ■ .1 I , I ■■■■■■ ^^— ^— — ^^^W^> M ■■■! ■■ 

Fin- Bee — ^The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Dining. Post Sve, cloth limp, ei. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making: ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 

T»eaaury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 367 Illustratiens. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, Jambs Payn, W. Clark Rus- 
sell, Grant Allen. Hall Cainb, George r. Sims. Rudyard Kipling. A. Conan Doyle. 
M. E. Braddom. F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard. R. m. Ballantynb, I. Zangwill. 
MORLBY Roberts, d. Christie Murray, Mary Corelli. J. K. Jerome, John straiv-r 
Winter, Bret Harte, • Q..* Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story 
by Jerome K. Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy Svo. art linen, y. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Uttls Assays t Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAM9. Post Svo. doth, 9t. 6d, 
Fatal Zaro. Crown Svo, doth extra. 3;. 6el. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. each. 

Bella Donna. | Tho Lady of Brantome. I Tho Second BTrs. Tillotson. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. | Seventy-five Brooke Street* 

The Life of James Boswall (of Auchinleck). with lUusts. Two Vols., demy Svo, doth* S4«. 

Tlie Savoy Opera, with 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Crown Svo, cloth. 3^. 6a. 

Sir Henry Irving i Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With P ort rait. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated bv J. BllardGorb, 

F.R. A.S. With Three Plates and 968 Illustrations. Medium Svo, cloth, los, 6a. 
Urania » A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 5J. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ'0 Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
Rev. A. A GROSART. D.D. Crown Svo. doth boards, y, 6d, 

ii.iil'l ■ ^w.—— -Ill ■ I I i II ■ I I I i T i ■ ■■ < . ■ I, I » ■ I 11 . I. I 

Fonblanque (Albuny).— Filthy Lucre. Post Svo, illust. boards, 25, 
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Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon III. With Photc 

grtvure Frontbptece and ThJrty-rix full-page IButtrations. Demy 8to» cloth, gilt top, »af. 

Fowler (J. Kersley). — Records of Old Times: Historical, Social, 

Political. Sporting, and AgriculturaL With Eight foil-page Illustrations. Demy 8to, doth, los. td. 

Francillon (R. E.)» Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illostnited boards, as. each. 
One by One. | A Real Queen. | A Dotf and bis Shadow. 

Ropes of Band. Illustrated _^______________ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2X. each. 
Queen Cophetoa. | Olym pla. I Romances of t he Iiaw. | Kln< or Knave? 

Ja ck Doyle's Daaghter. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5«. &{. each ; 

illustrated boards qs. each. 

Beth's Brother'a Wife. I The I«awton Glyl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

Vols., demy Bvo, doth boards, js. 6d. each. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 

by J ohn LanH. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, doth, ts. 6d. 

Qardenin^Books. Post 8vo. 15. each ; cloth limp, is, 6d. each. 

A Year's^ Work In Garden and Oreenhoase. By Gcorgb Glbnny. 
Honsohold Horticalture. By Tom and Janb Jerrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Jkrrold. 

My Garden Wild. By Francis G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 6t. 



Gardner (Mrs. Alan).— Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Bein^ 

the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Nonhern India. With numerpus Illustratioas by the 
Author and F. H. TOWKSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ais. 

Oarrett (Edward).— The Capel Qirls : A Novel. Post 8vo, illastrated 

poards, 2j. _ 

Qaulot (Paul).— The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 
lated by JOHN DB VILMERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOP. Crown 8vo, doth, 3f. 6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science. Biogfraphy. and Art. and * Table Talk * by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
*»♦ Bound Volumes /or recent ytars kept in stock, Rf. 6rf. each. Cases /or bittding, ar. t*td^ 

O entleman's Annual, The. Published Annually io November, is. 
Qerman Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by TOHN RUSKIN. and aa Steel Plates after 
CEORGR CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, dotli^ to. 6«<1 ; gilt edges, fs. 6d. 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d, ea.; postSvo, bds., 2s. ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I X«ovlng a Dream. 

The Golden Shaft. With Fro ntispiece. | Of High Degree. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



The Flower of the Forest. 

The Doad Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Will the World Say? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 

Jlueon of the Meadow, 
n Pastures Green. 



In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

By Mead and Stream. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

Fancy Free. 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart's Delight. I Bloed-Money. 



G ibney ( Somervil l e).— Sentenced ! Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 2s. 6d. eachT 

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND SERIES : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Danl Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. * Pinafore'— The Sorcerer— Tlte Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series: Comedy and Tragedy— Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrantz and GuIIdenstem— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gondoliers — 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. In Two Series. Demy 8to. cloth. 
as. 6d. each. The FIRST containing : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Pirarwi nf Ponmnce 
lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury, 

The SECOND Series containing: The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of theGuaxd— 
His Excellency— Utopia, Lbiutcd— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gllhert and Bnlllvan Birthday Books Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN, Compiled by ALE^ WATSON. 

Ruyal i6inu, Japanese leather, 2S. 6J. 
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Gilbert (Wllfiam), Novels by. Post 8vp. illustrated bds., 25. each. 

Dr. Austin's 0a«8ts* 

TJi« WlaftM of tk« MovMaiiu 



Dr. Austlii's OaMts* I #*m«a Dttk«, Costwnxionger. 



QlanvUle (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8t6, doth extra, 3r. 6d. each ; post 8to, Dlustcated hovds, as. each. 
Tll« Lost B«tr«M I A Tale of X^v«. Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NiSBBT. 
Tb« Po«aiak«r 1 A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two lUustrations by Hums Nisbbt. 
A Fair CrtlftHtrt. Wish a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. 

Vh9 Ooldaa Rook. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood, Crown Sro, cloth extra, y. 64, 

Kloof Yants. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, xs. 6d. 

Talos from tho Yold. With Tw^ve Illustrations by M. Nisbet. Crown 8vo, cloth, jr. &/. 

Qlenny (Qeoi:ge). —A Year's Work in Oarden and Qreenhouse: 

Practical Ad vfcea» to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo»iJ. ; cloth, ts.txi. 

Qodwin (Wil Ham).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, el.. 25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The : An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 

TIONS. Edited by Tubodorb Taylqr. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, js. 6d. 

■ ■ ■ ■ . ' ■ .■ ■ I . .. I. ., ... 1 ,1 — , ■ * ■ ■ .1. II . 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 

dren of France), 1773-1836. With Two Pl^otograyures. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, ns. 

Goodman (E> J.^.— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d. 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Moiftunents. By. ERNST GUHL and W. KONBR. Edited by Dr. F, HUEFFBR. With 545 Illustra- 
tions. - Large crown 8vb, doth extra, 7x< 6d, 

II. . ■ II ^ H ^ ■< ■■■■.» ■■■M M I ■ I . ■ ■ ■ ■■■■ » ». I wm* l^a^^B^^I^H^M^I^— ^P^.^^— ^^l^i.^^lMfc^i^.i^ll^^l^Mll^P— i^Mfc» ■■ ■■ !■■■ ■ ■■ I ■ - ■■ ■ ■ — 

Grevlife (Henry), Novels by. 

Post too, illustrated boards, as. each. , .-. 
If tkanor. Translated by ELI2A E ChaSH. 
■.J|, ypblo Wnjinan. Translattfdl>y Albert D. Vandam. ' 

GHff ith (ifecilj.-rCorinthia JVlarazion : A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, sx. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Ill ■ ■ III I I ...-■ " u ■ ■ I .1 I I I ■ I I ' l ^ . I , . I 

Grundy <S3rdney)._The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Life of a Younir Man. Crown 8vo, ddth extra, 3^. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. 

■ ■ ■ ' ■ 1 ■ ■ ' ■ ■ ■ ■ I I »lli*— ■ ■■■■I I- I ■ ■■ ■ ■ I 11 .1 1,,^ ■■ ■■■■I ■ > ■^^ » ■■ ■■■» .Ai .g ^^.l.i^—fcaMMt— ^— ■■^■^■^^ 

Habberton (Johni Author of * Helen's Babies '}> Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated-boards, sx. each : cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 

Braxton's Bayou. | Country Ituek. 

--"'■' I . ■ , . . ... 

Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 
lated from the Gerinan of Dr, J. PfNCUS. Crown 8vo, is. ; clotb, is.6cl. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8yo, cl. ex.,65. each. 

Mow BymbolB. I X^agenda of the Morrow. | Tho Serpent Play. 

— ■ ■■.. I I I I 

Maiden Ecetaey. Small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. ;^ 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey^s Patient. By Mrs. JL. T. Meade and 

Clifford Halifax, m.d. Crown 8vo, doth, y. ^ 

Hall (Mrs. S. C). —Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISP GILBERT, HARVBY, and GEORGB CrUIKSHANK. 
Sm^ demy 8vo, cloth extra, fs. td. ^^__^ 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

ThoTraokof aStovm^ Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J-. 6^. 

Jetsam* Crown 6to. cloth, %s. 6d. 

. ■ .: t - -| ■( I .. — p— - — ■ -■ " ' V • ' • 

Halliday (Andrew) .—Every^day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, 2^. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over loo Facsimiles and 

Explanatory. Te»t> gy DQK Felix pe -Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth Unip, as. 6<f. 

HanlQr-Panky t Easv and Difficult Tricks. White Magid, Sleight of 

HancC &c &iited JbyVf.K. Crekier. With soo Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extras 4x. 6^. T 

■^pi ■■ I ■ I «■ I ■ .i.^^w*JL— ^^i^^—M^w^ii I . ii m i ■ a ifc I ^."^ ai^Mm >i i ■ ■ ■■ ■ i i ^ ^— ^^— >i ■ i ■ i > i i ■ ^ ■ aii i ■ i-. ■ . i n . ■ i ■ ii I ^a^M^^^— fc 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, with Portrait, ana xs Illustrations, y.. 6d..] post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. ; cloth limp, as. 60, 
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Haweis {Rev. H. 
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Hawtfaome (Julian), Novels by. 

Ou-tb. I BlUg* QufiiBlli. | BullSc Kuidalp^ ' WILn PcdtHIiib. 



Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, xs. 6d. each. 



elps (Sir Arthur), Wo 



Henderson (Isaac). — Agatba Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3;. 6J. 
Henty (Q. A.), Novels by. 



Herman (Henry) — A Leading Lady. Post Svo.bd3.,at. ; c\.,xs.6i . 
Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, Noble Numbers, and Complete 

iitcl rini'n, (t>- Ttirp ( Vot>-, crown S^c' rkfh, b oiSi, jt"^, cmIi-'* 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).->PreeIand: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by Arthur ransom. Crown tro. cloth extra, 6r. 

Hesse- Wartegs: (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

the People. With aa Illustnitions. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 3^ . id. 

■ " ' ■ II. , . . ■ i» ■ 

Hill (Headon).— Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, ; 

post 8vot picture boards, »s. ; cloth, as. 6d. 



Hill (John), Works by. 

TvMMOtt-F«lony. PostSro. boai 



rds, ar. | Tli« Oommen SJieMtov. Cr. Sve. doth, y. 6d. 



Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).--The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSOK, JaNK BARLOW, MARY LOVHTT CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 

Paul Langb. J. w. graham, J. H. Salter, Phobbb allbn, s. J. Beckett, L. Rivers Vinr, 
and C. F. GORDON CUMMING. Croim 8vo, is. ; cloth, u. 6rf. 

Hollingshead (John).— Niagara Spray. Crown 8vo, is. 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.}— The Science of Voice Production and 

Y<Aem Pr«— rTatlon. Crown 8vo, if. ; cloth, xs. 6d. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

Th« Atttoocat of the Br«akf ast-TftbU. lUiutrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, doth 

liinp, vs. 6d.— Another Edition, post 8to, cloth, at. 
Tlia Aatoorat of tho Broakfaat-Tablo and Tha Prof«raor at tha Braakfast-Tabla* 

In One VoL Post 8vo, halT-bound. as. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

the Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Hood'a Whlma and Oddlttca. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half^ynind. v. < 



Hood (Tom).— From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah's 

Atkeeotoglcal NarradTe. With as Illustrations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES. Cr. 8vo, doth, is^ 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including? his Ludi- 
crous AdTentures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. 

Hooper (Mrs. Oeo.).— The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 
Hopkins (Tighe).— •'Twixt Love and Duty.' With a Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Home (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of • Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
A Maldan AU Forlorn. | A Modern Ciroe. { An Unsatisfaetovy Lovevb 

Marvel. I A Mental Btrotfgle. I Lady Patty. 
In Doranee Ylle. «_ . | 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6 A each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, as. each ; doth Ump, as. 6d. each. 

LadyVerner'B Flight. I The Profeeeor*e Bzporlmeat. 

Thelted-HouMi Mystery. \ Nora Creina. 

The Three Graces. ? 



Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. each. 

An Anxloas Moment. I A Point of Conselenoe. 

AprU's Kiady. i Peter's Wife. I I«ovio«. 



Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by EuMUNP OLL I E R. Post Svo, half-bound, as. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 

The Leaden Casket. | S elf^Condem ned. | That Other Person. 

Thornlcroft'S Model. Post Svo. boards, as. \ Mrs. Juliet* Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 



Hutchison (W. M.).~Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 lUustra- 

tions. Crown^o, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

his Method, and SUtfatics. By RgNA.UD SUZOR, M.B. Croyn Byp, yteth extra. 6s. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcllffe)-— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3*, ai. 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Cheaper Edition, with a New Pre- 
face. Post 8vo. blush«rose paper and cloth, as, 6eL 

Indoor Paupers. By One op Them. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6i. 
Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. Trrvor-DAVIES. Crown 8vo, xx. ; cloth, zx. M, 

Irish Wit and Humour, Sons:s of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Percbval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ai. td. 

Irvins: (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. is. ; cloth, u. ^ 

James (C. T. C.).^A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, IX. 6A 

Jameson (William).— My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds., 25. ; cl., 25. 6ii. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).— Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 55. 
I Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post yvo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Da«k Collften. I The Qaeeii of Coimaii^t* 

Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 

Nature near London. | The Life of the Ffelda. | The Open Air* 

%* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s, each. 

The Balotfy of RioharA Jefferies. By Sir Walter Besant. With a Fhotogrraph Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

Gurloeitles of Criudsm. Post 8vo. doth limp. ax. 6A 

Lord Tennyson t A Biographical Sketclu With Portrait Post Svo, ix. ; doth, ix. 6dL 



Jerome (Jerome K.), Boolcs by. 

Statfeland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, zx. 
John Intferfleld, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Boyd and JOHN Gulich. Fcap.8vo, piccov. tx.< 
The Prude's Progress t A Comedy by J. K. Jerome and Eden Phillpotts. Cr. rvo, zx. td 



Jerrold (Dous:las).— The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Letters. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, sx. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth limp, is. 6i. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Horticulture 1 A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. . 

Jesse (Ed ward). ~ Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3*. 6d, each. 

Finger-Sing Lore i Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal^ With Hundreds of Illustrations. 
Credulities* Past and Present. Indudine the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and 
Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c With Frontispiece. 
Crowns and Coronations t A History of R^ralia* With 91 Illustrations. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

a Biographical Memoir by William Gifford. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining * The Antiquities of the Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews.' With 51 lUustratioaa and Maps. 
Two vols., demy 8yo, half-bound. lax. 6d, 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Post 8vo, clotli limp, as. 6d, 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Pacts and Fictions: Humorous 

Sketches. Post Svo. illustrated boards, ax. ; cloth, ax. 6rf. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

Post tro. Illustrated boards, at. each. 
• The Wearing of the 0>— n.' I Passion's Sl ave. | Bell Barrj. 

^ 1>r%VQ O^nff. Crowq trot cl«t|^ y. 6c/, ; pQ«t 870. Ulustr^ted ho^jA^ if. 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

Th« Hew R«pabllo. Post 8vo, picture c 

Vh« If AW Paul ft Ylrtflnla i Posttivism on aa IiUnd. Poft 8vo. cloth, at. 6tL 



Tha Hew Repabllo. Post 8vo, picture corwr, at. i cloth Umpi sf. 6d, 

Vh« If AW Paul ft Ylrtflnla i Positivism on an IsUnd. Poft 8vo. clol 

A Romano* of the Minetoonth Century. Crown •¥<>, doth 6s. ; post Sro, IDust boards, s». 



Small 4to, parchment, ftr. 
Is Life Worth Iilving? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



Margfueritte (Paul and Victor).— The Disaster. Translated by 

FREORRiC LEBS. Crown tro. cloth, ^r. 6ii. 

. ■ I II » I I >■ I I ■ I I ^■»^.— II-' 

Marlowe's Works. IncludiDg his Traoslations. Edited, with Notes 

and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, doth extra, jr. 6d. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited 

by CoL CUNNINGHAM. Crown Svo, doth extra, y. 6ei, 

Masterman (J.).— Half-a-Dozeo Daughters. Post 8vo. boards. 25. 
Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo^ illus- 

trated boards, as. ; cloth lirop, as. 6rf. 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune* Crown 8vo, doth, 3^. 6/1. : post Svo, illustrated boards, «f. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d each, 
I The Voice of the < 
I>r. ilumsey*e Patient. By L. T. mbadr and Clifford Halifax. M.D. 



Jn an iron Grip. 1 The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Uustratloas. 
^ - #ar" - - " 



On the Brink of a Chasm. Crown 8vo. cloth, g^lt top. 6s. 



Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

The Man who was Gooit. Post Svo, picture boards, as. 



Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. each. 
T his Bta<e of Foole . | Cynthjat A Daughter of the Philistines. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), throu^^h Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SNVEP.T and J . ARAtOY Knox. With 365 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, -js. 6cL 

MIddlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 25. each. 

Touch and Co. | Mr. Dorillion. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fen wick).— Physiology for the Young; or, The 

House 01 Lifa. With numerous Illustrations. Post Svo, doth limp, as. 6tL 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post Svo, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d, each. 

The Hytfiene of the Bkln. With Directions for Diet. Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of ZJfe. and their Relation to Diseases of the Bkln. 



MInto (Wm.).— Was She Qood or Bad? Cr. 8vo, is.; cloth, is. 6d. 
Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 

The Gun-Runner : A Rnin.ince of Znhiland. With a Fronti««piece by STANLEY T« WOOD. 

The Luck of Gerard Rid|{eley. With n Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 

The KinfS Assegai. Witit Six rii11-pn;;c lltu<;trations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

Ren shaw Fannl n f s Quest. W iti i a i-rontispiece i>y Stanley L. Wood. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).-— Hathercourt Rectory. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, as. 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdicaticm: An Historical Drama. 

With Seven Etchii2es by John iMrrrtK. w. o. Orciiardson. J. MacWhirteu, Colin Hunter, 
K. Macbeth and Tom Graham, imperial 4to, buckram, sis. 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean ; and Alciphron. Tof^t Svo. half-bound, as. 

Frose and Verse; includinv; Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. H. Sm-I'llKKO. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7*. 6rf. 

Muddock (J. E.) Stories by^ 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, v. 6tt. each. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. Wi:)i is lii<i<;trations hy Stanley Wood. 
Basils ths Jester. WUh Frontispircr by Si ANLV.Y WooK 

YounC Loohlnvar. ■ ' ■ ■ ■ ' '■ ■ ■'- 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. e^ch. 
The Dead Han's Secret. _ _ i Prom the Bosom ol the Deep* 

■torles Weird and Wonderful. Post 8to^ Ulastrat«d boards, as. : cloth, as. M. 
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Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 60. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ax. each 



M Idfe*s Atonemuit. 

«losttpb*s Goat. IS lUusts. 

Coals of Fire, s lUusts. 

Val Btntnge. 

Hoarts. 

Vho Way of tho World. 



Bob Martin's xattlo GlrL 
Timo's Revengos. 
A Wastsd Orlma. 
In Dlrost Peril. 
Mount Despair. 



A Capful o' Nails. 



A Model Father. 

Old Blaser'B Hero. 

Cynio Fortune. Frontisp. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person_Slngttlar. 
The Making of a Novelist t An Experimem in Aiitobiogrraphy. With a Collotype Portrait. Cr. 

8vo, buckram, as.6d. - . . . * 

■y Contemporaries tn Flot lon. Crown Svo. buckram, y . 6tl. 

This Litttle World. Crown 8vo, cloth, ifUt top, dr. . _ . . ,^ 
Tales In Prose and Verse. With Frontispiece by ARTHUR Hopkins. Cr. 8vo, doth, y. 6tl. 
A Race for Millions, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6el. 
The Churoh of Humanity. Crown 8to, cloth, gilt top, 6s. il*r€pannf. 



Murray (D. Cliristie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each; postSvo, illustrated boards, sx. each. 
One Traveller Returns. i The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones' s Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTiER and C. NiCOLET. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated Doards, ax. each ; cloth, ar. 6d, each. 
A Oame of BlulT. \ A Song of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).— Taken from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 15. 6^.; 

leatherette, ts. . 

Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

. * BiUl Up.* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, ax. 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo, ill ustrated boards, gj. 
IiOSaons In Art. Withai Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, ax. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. 

Saint Ann's. Crown Svo, cloth, sx. 6d. ; post Svo. picture boards, ax. 

Billy Belle W. With a F r ontispiece by F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown Svo, cloth, y. &/. 

OMFfanlon (Alice), Novels hy* Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Unforeseen. \_ Cha nce ? or Fate ? 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 

Dootor Samean. I A Last JLove. 

A We ird Gif t. Crown Sv o, clo th, y .6d.\ po st S vo, picture boards, ax. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Primrose Path. | Whlteladies. 
The Greatest Heiress In England. 

The Sorceress. Crown Svo, cloth, sx. 6rf. 



O'R eilly (Mrs.).— Phoebe's Fortunes. Post Svo, illust. boards, 25. 
O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, -js. 6d. each. 

Music and Moonlight. | Songs o f a Worker. 

Lays of France. Cro^vn 8vo, cloth extra, lox. 6d. 



Oulda, Novels by. Cr. Svo, cl., 35. 6i. ea.; post Svo, illust. bds., 2?. ea. 



Held in Bondage. 
Triootrin. 
Btrathmore. I Chandos. 
Cedl Castlemalne's Gage 



Under Two Flags, 
lla. 



Puck. I Idal 
Foils- Fanne. 



A Dog of iFIanders. 
Paeoarel. | Slgna. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
rlei 



In Maremma. J Wanda. 
Bimbl. I Bvrlin. 
Frescoes. I Othmar. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Ouilderoy. | Ruffino. 
Two OfTendeps. 
Santa Barbara. 



Ariadne. | Friendship. 
A Village Commune. 
Mothe. I Plpietrello . 

Popular Editions, Medium 8vo, 6(i. each ; cloth, ix. each. 
Under Two Flags. | Moths. 

Under Two Flags and Moths, P opular Editio.v. in On e Volume, medium Svo, cloth, ax. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUioa by F. Sydney Morris. Pust 
Svo, cloth extra, sx.— CHEAP EDiriON. illustrated boards, ax. 



Page (H. A.).— Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 

8vo. d o tli. ax. 6rf. i 

Pandurans: Harl ; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface by Sir 

BA RTLB FR K RE. Po st Svo. illustrated hoar ds, ax. 

Parker (Rev. Joseph, b.b.).~Mlght Have Been: some Life 

Notes. Crown Svo, cloth, 6x. ' 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 

IntrMductlon a nd N otes b y T. M'C rik. P.P. PostSvo. cloth li mp, ax. 

Paul (Margaret A.). —dentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 

Munttspiece by Helen Paturso.n, s^. ^i'.; post Svo. illustrated boards, sx. 



. 
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Payn (James), Novels by. 



LaH Bluk uuui wen i^ai>M<. 



5j™»j' 






HlrkA^ay. | A^lj^a BHtdailBk. 
B«pia PrtTHt* VlBwa, 






Payne (Will) — Jerry the Dreamer. Crowa Bvo, cloth, js. ftf. 
Pennell (H, Cholmondeleyl, Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, u. 6<^. ea. 

Phelfts (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, u, ea. : cloth, u.6d. ea. 

Phil May's Sketch-Book. CoDtaining 54 Humotoas Cartooas, A 

He.EdiiJBi. C^PM■rolto,tllll^^.liJL ° 

Phlpson (Dr. T. L.).— Famous Violinists and Pine Violins: 



Planche (J. R.), Works by. 



Poe's (Edg:ar Allan) Choice Worksin Prose and Poetry. With Intro- 
Pollock (W. H,).— The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays, By 



Pollock (WIHred) .— War and a Wheel : The Grasco-Turkish War as 

Pope's Poetical Works. Post Svo . cloth limp, 2s. ^^ 

Porter (John).— Kin gsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19 



Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo. illust, bds,, is. each. 

Th« Romuia* st li Btatlon. l^ha fl onj or ConntaJM Adrl&B, 




'^-^ Princess Olga. — Radna : A Novel. Crown 6vo. cloth oxira, 61. 
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Proctor (Richard A.). Works by. 

rSnlllu Beiua^Undiu. "cro^B." d^mlC^ "i- to ' ' ' 



»*<«■- 



Pryce (Richard).— Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
Rambosson (J.)-— Popular Astrononi]'. Translated by C. B. Pir- 

Randolph fCoJ. Q.) Annt Abigail Dykea. Crown Svo, cioth, 71. M. 

Read (General Mereditb).— Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 



Reade's (Charles) Novels. 



Tha AntDhlDMiibr ot I. ' 



Kll TrBdH t an "duna* 



^'L r«i^p«''^mn"Si 







Ridded (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 

w.ini Btorie.. C.».» aio, cloth „,„, jr. &, . p« s.,, mu,ir.«a h. 





Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown Svo, cloth, 31. W. aach. 

Rives (Ameiie, Author of ' The Quick or the Dead?'), Works byi 
Robinson Crusoe. By Danibl Defok, With 37 Illusiraitons by 
Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 

Th« Vomvi 1b »* OMfc C[owS"a.o, oShV'w- i 'poKho, iUi^fSttd boanb'il'' 
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Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6s. each. 

The Po«ts* Birds. | Th« Po«ts* B«Mta. 

The Poeto and NatoMt S«ptfl«s, Flahes. and Inaeota. 



Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notea 

and an Introductory Essay by SAlhfTB'BEUVH. PostBro, cloth Ifaop. as. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

c ame from Nonn aody w ith William the Conqueror, 1 66. Prin t ed in Gold and Cotouw, $f. 

Rosens:arten (A.). —A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 

lat ed by W. Collett- Sand ars. With 6 30 lilustrat ions . Crown 8to, cloth ertnu js. id. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6^. each. 

Pnntana t Riddles and Jokes. With numerous lUustrationi, 
More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo. bds., 25, ea.; cl. , 25. td. ea. 

Skippers A Shellbacks. I Grace Balmat<n's Sweetheart. | Schools a Scholars, 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Conntry Sweetheart. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. \ post 8«o. picture boards, sr. 
The Drift of Pate. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.td. 

Russell (Herbert). — True Blue; or, *The Lass that Loved a Sailor.* 

_ Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Russell (W, Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

Crown 8ro, cloth extra, u. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each ; doth limp, ax. AH each. 



Ronnd the Qalley-Flre. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.' 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 



An Ocean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

The Good Ship* Mohock.' 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? | The Convict Ship. 

Heart of Oak. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 31 61/. each. 
The Tale of the Ten. With la lUusts. by G. Moni bard. | The Last Bntry. Frontispiece. 

The Ship t Her Story. With numnrous liluctrations. Large crown 8vo, clottu 6s. [Prtfaring, 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8to, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
A Fellowr of Trinity. With a Note by Olivkr Wendell Holmes and a Frontis^ece. 
The Junior Dean. | The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Master. 
Orchard Damerel. | In t he Face of the World. I The Tremlett Diamonds. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, xs. 6d. each. 

The Old Mald*B Sweetheart^ | Modest Little Sara. 

For tune's Gate. Cro wn 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

— - ' ' ' ■■■-■■■■ — >^ I , _■ — ■■■ ■ I M^I^M— ^^— ^^^W^—— ^— ^ I, .^^^^ 

Saint John (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

Sala (George A.). — OaslJght and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 

By Ex'Chlef-Inspector CAVANACH. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. ; doth, aj. 6d. 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 

ing Experiments In Drawing-room or 'White 'Magic By W. H. CRBHBR. With 300 Illustratioiu. Crowr 
8vo, cloth extra. 4j. 6A 

Seguin (L. 0.), Works by. 

The Conntry of the Passion Play (Oberammertfaa) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With 

Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6el. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and x6 Illustrations. Crown 8to, doth extra, 6s. 

■ ■■■■ ^ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ II . J .^ ■■ ■ ■■ ■ ■■ .. , , , ■ ■ ■ I ■ ■ " I '■■ ■- — -^^^.W^— W—^il^^M^— ^^ 

Se nior (W m. ).— By Str eam and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6rf. 
S ergeant (Adeline).— Dr. Endicott's Experiment. Cr. 8vo, 3^. 6i. 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb*s Tales from Shakespeare. 

With Illustrations, coloured and plaui, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown Ato, cloth gik. y. 6d. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

thr Games and Snorts, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. ROLFB, 

I,itt. D. With 12 11^l';rrations. Crown 8vo, cloth yilt, is. 6d. 

$iiarp (William),— Children of Tp-mprroM^. Crow9 gvo. Qlotlj, 6j, 
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Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 

Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. H£RNB SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown Bro, doth, y. 6d. eacli. 
Poetical Works, in Tliree Vols. : 

Vol I. Introduction by the Editor ; Posthumotis Frasfments of Mars^ret Nicholson ; Shelley's Corre< 
spondence with Stockdale: The Wanderinir Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; AUstor, 
and other Poems; Kosalina and Helen : Prometheus unbound ; Adonais, &c. 
„ II. Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; Th« Witch of 

Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 
„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The MasqiM of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastroxd Snd St. Inryne : the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refu 
tation of Deism ; Letters to L.eiffb Hunt, and some Minor Writini^s and Fragments. 
„ II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fra^^ents, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
With a.Biogr^phy of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 
*» * Als o a <ew copies of a LARGE-PAPER EPniON. $ vols., cloth, £a tar. 6d, 

S!i erard (R. H.)« — Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

Sheridan (General P. H.)f Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

Ma ps, and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8yo, cloth, a^J. 

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Anecdotes. Includine his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speecltes, 

and Jokes. With lo Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^'. 6d. 
The Rivals, The School for Scandalt and other Plavs. Post 8to, half-bound, as. 
Shsrldan*8 Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro* 

duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANOER MAITHEWS. With 
Illustrations. I>emy 8vo, half-parchment, las. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

those in ' Arcadia.' "With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by tlie Rev. A. B. Grosart, 
p. p. Three Vols., ciown 8yo, cloth boards, y. 6(L each. 

Sig^nboards : Their History, inclading Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LaR WOOD and Jot 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 



Remarkable Characters. Bv JACOB LaRWOOD and JOHN Camdek HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis- 

Cr 



Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 

Hemoirs off a Landlady. 

Hy Two Wives. 

Scenes from the Showr. 

The Ten Commandments: Stories. 



Sims (Qeorge R.), Works by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each ; doth limp, as. 6d. each 
The Rlntf o' Bells. ~ 

Mary Jane's IHemotrs. 
Hary Jane Married. 
Tinkletop'B Crime. 
Zeph t A Circus Story, &e. 

Tales ot To-day. 

Crown 870, picture cover, ix. each ; cloth, xs. 6d. each. 
The Datfonet Reciter and jReaderi Deinsr Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 

The Case of Geortfe Candl emas. I Da gonet Ditties. (From The Re/iret.) 

Rogaes and Vagabonds. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.&Z.; post 8vo, picture boards, us. ; cloth Ump. ax. td. 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a Frontispiece by V. Barnaku. 

Crown 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, u. ; cloth limp, u. 6d, 
Dagonet Dramas of the Day. Crown 8vo, xs. 

Once upon a Christmas Time* With 8 Illustrations by Charles Green, R.I. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, y. 6</. jS horhy. 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margarst Lonsdale. With Four 

Illu strations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, jd. ; cloth, 6d. ^ 

Sketchley (Ar tliur).— A Matcli in tlie D a rk. Post 8v o , boards, 2^1 
Slang Dictionary (Tlie) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Crown 8to, clo th extra, 6s. 6d. 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth jx. 6d. each ; post 8vo, pleture boards, ax. each. 
Beatrice and Benedick. 1 Long Odds, 
without Love or laoence. | The Mast er of Rathkelly. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x 6d. each. 
The Ontslder. I A Ra cing Rubber. 

The Plunger. PogtSvo, picture boards, 2x. 



Smitli (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prince of Argolis. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth extra, v- 6'^- 

The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. I'ost 8vo, cloth. «x. 



5nazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. Edwards, With Portrait of 

G H. Swazhlls, and 65 lUustrations by C. Lyall. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3X. 6d. 

Society In .London. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. td. 

Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count PAUL Vasili to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo. cloth, fix. 

Somerset (Lord Henry),— Songs of Adieu, bmali 4to, Jap. vel., 6s. 
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Spalding (T. A., LL..B.)*-* Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 

on the Bdief in tbd Existence of Dcvil«. Crown 8vo, clotb extra, y. 

Speiglit (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8to. iUustratad boardt. v. each* 

Th« Londvatav Tratfody. 
tuttoi'u Romano 
Jamaaoa la r«t: 
The Ooldaa Cloop* 



Tba Hyatart«s of Hoitm Dyka. 
By Davioaa Waya, &c. 
Hoodwinked s& Sandycroft Hystovyt 
— - - - H< 
Back to Life. 



BuMo'a Somanoe* 

Ioltlaaoa la r«tU. 
i Haeband Irom the Sea* 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. each. 
A Barren Title. \ Wlta or No WUa? 

Crown 8to, cloth extiv, $s. 6d. each. 
A Secret of the Sea. | The Orey Monk. I The Master ot Trenanoo. 
A Hinlon of the Moon : A Romance o£ the King's Hisrl^way. 
The Secret of Wyvern To were. 

The Doom of Stva. (Thb Gentleman's annual for 1898). pemy 8ro. is, [AVa 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 

by Walter J. Morgan. CrQwn4to> cloth extra, y. 6dL 



Spet tigue (H. H.).-~The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Doris and I* Crown 8to, cloth, jx. &/. 
Carlton Priors* Crown 8yo. doth, gilt top. 6g. 

Starry Heavens (The) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo, 

doth extra, ar . 6d. 

Stedman (E. C), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs. each. 

Victorian Poets. I The Poets of America. 

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

Story of Richard TREGENNA, Bachelor of Medicine (UniT. Edinb.) Crown avo, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Stemdale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8vo, doth extra, y. 6rf. ; post Sto, illustrated boards. 2f . 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6i. ea. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by Walter CRANK. 
An Inland Yoyatfe. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cra ne. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6f . each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by T. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. i Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirtflnlbas Puerisque, and other Papers. | Ballads. | Prinoe Otto* 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

Weir of Hermlaton. 

A Lowden Sabbath Horn, With vj full-page Illustrations by A« S. Boyd. Fcap. 4to, 

cloth. 6s. 
Songs of Travel. Crown 8to. buckram, y. 

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo. buckram, silt top. dr. ; post Rvo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Suicide Club; and The Bajah's Diamond. (From Nkw Arabian Nights.) With 

Eight Illustrations by W. J. HennrsSY. Crown 8vo. cloth, v. 6ii. 
The Stevenson Reader* Selections fromthe Writings of Robert Louis Stevenson. Edited 

by Lloyd OSBOURNE. Post 8vo, doth. as. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, y. 6rf. 



Storey (G. A., A. R. A.).— -Sketches from Memory. With nearly 

100 Illustrations by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, lar.firf. [Shor'/y. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

Alice ZIMMERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. ; post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, with 19 Illustrations by GILBERT GaDL. $s. ; post 8vo, fllnstrated boards, g^. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

rnce Marry at, &c. Post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People ol 

Bngland ; including the Rural and Dmestic Recreations. May Games, Mummeries. Shows^ &c.. from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by William Hone. With 140 lUustratious. Crown 
8yo, cloth extra, y . 6rf. ' 

Swift's (Dean) Choice Worlcs, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown 8vo. doth, y. 6d. 
Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2^. 
Jonathan Swift t A Study. By J. Chukix)N Collins. Crown 8vo. cloth extr^, 8«. 
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Swinburne (Algernon C.)t Works by. 






Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
Talne's History of English Literature. Translated by Hbnrv Van 
Taylor (Bayaril). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

fti>d.m *rii.,». PW8.o.d>,ihUD.p.:... _^_^_^__„ 

Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. Contamirg 'Claucariy, 

■jHir™ [larc."Tr!itn Am md Crawc'-Th. Fool'i RtvenE* • Art-rlfiHt Wlie.' 'Arioo EiJeji;.' 
■Pktl ud fuWtw.' Crown SvD, [:lDih emn. 7J. 6^. 

V'^he Ftayi maj ■!» be had »pHraiely. hi I', ffach. 

Temple iSlr Richard, Q.C.S.I.).— A Bird's-eye View of Pictur- 
Tennyson (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. Bj- H, ]. Jknnings, Post 



Cr, 8vo, cl.,3i.&i.e 



Thackerayana ; Notes and Anecdoies. With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. KRAi;seB. 
Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 
Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 



Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 
fhornbury (Walter), Books bv. 




T 


ransvaal (The). 


By John r 


Vl 


LlSBS. With Map. 
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vn 8vo, u. 
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rollope (Antho 


y). Novels by 
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Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 
ux* Shim Upan ttiVsHl't ^iiaii^'i 'flrolira 
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Trollope (T« A.).— Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illnst. bds., 2s, 
Trowbridge (J. T.).— Famell's Folly. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 2s. 
Twain's (Mark) Books. 

Crown Sro, doth extra, y. 6et. each. 
Th« Cliole« Works of Hark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughovt bjr the Author. With 

I Jfe, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
Roughing It I and Tho Innoe«nts at Homo. With aoo Illustrations by F. A. FRasbk. 
Tho Amorioan Claimant. With 8i lUustrationa by Hal Hurst and ochen. 
Tom Bawyor Abroad. With 36 Illustrations by Dan Bbard. 
Tom Bawyor, D«t«otlT«, &c. Wiih Pbotom^ure Portrait. 
Padd*nh«ad Wilson. With Portrait and Sue Illustrations by LOUIS LOEB. 
■ark Twain's Utoary of Hiunour. Wbtf 197 lUustntiont by E. W. Kbmblb. 

Crown 8to. cloth extra, y. 6d. each | pott 8to, picturs boaids, mt. each. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 

Tho Innooonts Abroad ; or, The New PUgrim's Progress. With 134 lUusliationa. (The Two Sba- 

Hng Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Plaasuro Trip.) 
Ths Oildsd Ags. By Mark Twain and C. D. Waknhr. With na Ilhukratioaa. 
Tho Advantoros of Tom Bawyor. With iix lUustratloiM. 
Tlio Prines and ths Pauper, i^ith 190 Illustrations. 
Z«ifo on th« Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 

Ths Advsntaros of Huoklobsrry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. Kemrlb. 
A Yankoo at the Court of King Arthur. With aao Illustxations by Dan Bhard. 
Tho Btolen White Elephant. 
The A1,000,000 Bank-Mote. ;_ 

■ark Twain's Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, or. 

Personal Racolleotions of Joan of Aro. With Twelve Dlustratioaa by F. V. T>KJ MOMX 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 
■ore Tramps Abroad. Crown 8to. cloth, gilt top. 6r. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, y. td. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, ax. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. M. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
lAdy Bell. I Burled Diamonds. | The Blaokhall Ghosts. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 



What She Came Through. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Baint Mnngo's City. 



The Huguenot Family. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Beauty and th« Beast. 
Disappeared. 



Crown 8('o, cloth, jr. 6d. each. 
The Macdonald Lass. With Frouti^piece. 
The Witch -wife, 
■rs. Carmichael's Goddesses. 



Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Crown of Btraw. Crown Svo. doth, ts. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, jx. 6d. each ; post Svo, picture boards, ts. each. 
The Queen Against Owen. | The Prince of Balkistan. 

*Ood Save the Queen ! ' a Tale of '37. Crown 8vo, decorated cover, xx ; doth, a/. 

Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World, Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.).— The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Walford (Edward, M.A.), Worlcs by. 

Walford*s County Families of the United Kingdom (1899). Containlne the Dc«;cent. 
Birth, Marriage. Education, &c., of za.ooo Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, 
&c Royal Svo, cloth gUt, 50X. 

Waiford's BhlUing Peerage (1B90). Contahdng a Litt of the House of Lords, Scotch and 
Irish Peers. &c. samo. cloth, zx. 

Waiford's Shilling Baronetage (1890). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses. Sec yano, cloth, zx. 

Waiford's Shilling Khlghtage (1899). Containmg a List of the Knights of the United 
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c 32ino, cloth, ix. 

Waiford's Btallllng House of Commons (1899). Containing a Complete List of Members of 
Parliament, their Addresses, Qubs, &c 32010, cloth, zx. 

Waiford's Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and House of Commons 

(1898}. Royal 32mo, dotb, gut edges, 5f. 17»»- 
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Waller (5. E.).— Sebastiani's Secret. With Nine fuU-page Illus- 

t rations by the Author. Crown 8to, doth, 6j. __^_____,«_— 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; or. The Contemplative 

Man's Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON ; and Instructions How to Anfle, for a Trout or Grayling in a 
clear Stream, by CHARLES COTTON. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6x 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, js. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSBTTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

Flv« Y«ara with tta« Contfo Cannibals. With 99 Illustrations. Royal 8vo, cloth, 14^. 

My liifjS with »tanlay*« Riiag Oaa rd . Wi th Ma p. Post 8vo. u. ; cloth, js. 6d. 

Warden (Florence).— Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. firf. 
Warman (Cy).— The Express Messenger, and other Taies ot the 

Rail. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. &/. 

Warner (Charles Dudley).— A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra. 6s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper aa In. by 14 in. as. 
Wawant to Execute nary Queen of Soota. A Facsimile, including Queen Eliabeth't Slgna* 

ture and the Great Seal, as. 

Washington's (Qeorge) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 

and Restored by MONCURE D. CONWAY. Fc ap. Svo. J ap anese vellum, ax. 6rf. 

Wassermann (Llllias) and Aaron Watson.— The Marquis of 

Cayabae. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. 

Weather, flow to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown Svo, if. ; cloth, u. 6d. 

Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trnst'Money. Post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. ; doth, as. 6d, 

Sons of BelliU. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6ti. 

With the Red Batflei <A Romance of the Tyrol Crown Svo, doth, 6s, 

A Woman Tempted Him. Crown Svo. clotht gilt top. 6*.^ 



Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maorfland. Crown Svo, doth, y . 6d. 

White ((illbert).--The Natural flistory of Selborne. Post 8vo, 

printed on laid paper and half-bound, aj. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Solenoe In Short Chapters. Crown Svo. doth extra. 7^-. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, as. 6d, 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 6s. 

The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Maklntf. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 9s. 

A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Ulusts. Demy Svo. cloth extri, ns. 6d. 

Will iamson (Mrs. F. H.).— A Child Widow . Post Svo, bds., 25. 
Wilis (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Baay-tfpin|t Fello'vr. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d, 
His I>ead Past. Crown Svo. cU>th. 6s. 



Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7J. 6cU 

I«eaves flpom a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post 8v6, cloth limp. as. 6d, 

I<elsure-Tlme Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth extra. 6s. 

Studies In Iilfe and Sense. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 6s, 

Common Aoeldentsi How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, u. ; doth. js.6d. 

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 

ax. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
Cavalry Ufe. | Regimental Iiegends. 

Cavalry Iilfs and Regimental X«eg[snds. Library Edition, set in new type and hand- 
somely bound. Crown Svo, cloth. 3*. 6a. 
A Soldier's Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART Haroy. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Wissmaiih (Hermann von). ^ My Second Journey throuirfi 

Equatorial Africa. Wl^h y Illustrations. Demy Sto. cloth. x6s. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 25. each. 

The Passenger f^m Scotland Yard. | Ths Englishman of ths Bus Cain. 
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Woolley (Celia Parker). -~ Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

ol ogy. Post 8to, ttlustrated boards, as. ; cloth, as. 6rf. 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. ' 

Carlcatare History of the Georges i or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled rrom 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampooos, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 
over 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, clotfa, %; . ocf. 

History of Carloatave and of the Grotesqae in Art, I<lteratare, Sonlptnre, and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FaIRHOLT, F.S.A. Crown 8vo. cloth. 7J,6rf. • 



Wynman (Margaret).— My 

J. BHRNARD Partridge. Post 8vo, ck 



Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

cloth limp, as. 



Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Iiand at Last. I The Forlorn ^ Hope* I Castaway. 

Zangwill (1.). — Qhelto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 

A. S. Boyd. Fcap. 8vq, cloth, as. net. 

'ZZ' (Louis Zangwliiy.—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. . Cr. 

8?o, cloth, y. ^. 

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6rf. each. 

The Fortune of the Rougone. Edited bx.ERNBST A. Vizetblly, 



The Ahbe Houret's Transgression. Edited by Ernest A. Vizetblly. 



His Excelleney (Eugene Rougon). With*^ Introduction by Eknrst A. ViZBTBLLY. 

The Drsm-Shop fL'Aesommoir). With Introduction by E. A. VizBTBLLY. 

The Fat and the Thin. Translated by Ernest A. Vizbtelly. 

Money. Translated by Ernest A. Vizbtelly. 

The Downfall. Translated by E. A. Vizbtelly. 

The Dream. Translated by Eliza CHASB. With Eight Illastratfons by Jbanniot. 

Doctor PascaL Translated by E. A. Vizbtelly. with Portrait of the .Author, 

Xiourdes. Translated by Ernest A. Vizbtelly. 

Rome. Translated by Ernest A. Vizbtelly. 

Paris. Translated by ERNEST A. VlZETELLY. 

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

*^* For fuller catal oguing, see alphabetical a rrangement, pp. 1-26. 
The Mayfair Library. Post Svo, cloth limp, w. 6rf. per Vol nme. 



[Shortly, 



A Journey Bound My Aooiq. By X. db Maistrb. 

Translated by Henry AtTwell 
Qpipa snd Qmdditiea. By W. D. Adams. 
The Af ony Oolnnm of ' The Times.' 
MelsBchofy An*tomlMd : Abridement of Burton. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dobson. 
The Cwbosrd Papers. By FIN-Bec 
W. 8. oUbert's Plays. Three Series. 
Bongs of Irish Wit and Eomonr. 
Animals and fheir Masters. By Sir A HELPS. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Cariosities of Criticism. By H. I. Jennings. 
The Autocrat of the Breakiast-Table. By Oliver 

Wendell holmes. 
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempi . 
Little Essays: from LAMB'S LRriiiRS. 
Forcus.'c Acecdotes. By Jacod Lakwood. 



Theatrical Aaaedotes. By Jacob Larwood. 
Witch Btoriesi By E. L>ynn Linton. 
Ourselves. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By R. M accrbCor. 
New Panl and Virginia. B^ W. H. MaiLLOCK. 
The New KepuUlc. By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasos. By K.. C PBnnbLl. 
Pegasus Re'Saddled. By H. C Pbnnell. 
Moses of Mayfair. Edited by H. Ci Pennei.t.. 
Thorean : His Life and Ahns. By H. A. Pac;e. 
Pttttiana. By Hon. HuCh RowlbV. 
More Ptiniana. By Hoh. HUGH Rowley. 
The Philosophr of Handwriting. 
By Stream and flea. By William Shnior. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Mote-Book, liy Dr. 
ANDREW Wilson. 



The Golden Library. Post 8vo, doth limp, «. per Volume. 



Diversions of the Echo Club. Bayard Taylor. 
Bongs for Sailors. By W. C. Bennett. 
Lives of the Necromancers. By W. Godwin. 
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. 
Scenes of Coimtry Life. By Edward Jesse. 
Tale for a Chimney Comer. By Leigh Hunt. 



The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. 

Oliver Wendell holmes. 
La Mort d' Arthur : Selections from Mallory. 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 
Maxims and Refleetloui of Sochafbocanld. 



By 



Handy Novels. Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, is. 6i. each. 



The Old Maid's Sweetheart. By A. St. Aubyn. 
Modest Little Bara. By Alan St. aubyn. 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesns. M. E. Coleridgb. 
Taken/rom the Bnpmy. By H. Newbolt, 



a Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 
Dr. Palliser's Patient. By Grant Allen 
Monte Carlo Stories. By Joan BARRErr. 
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. Cram. 



My Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, haIf-Rozbun;h'e, 25. 6d. each. 
Citation and EzamioatioB of William Bhakipeaie. Christie Jehnstone. By Cu arlbs Readb. 

By W. S. Landor. Peg Woflington. By CHARLES RBADE. 

The Jotirnal of Maurice de Cuerin. The DnsMtlc Bsiavi of CBiarles Lamb. 

' ' - ^ - - - •* 



The Poclcet Library. Post 8vo, 

The Essajrs of Ella. By Charles Lamb. 
Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. Cruikshank 
Whims and Oddities. By Thomas Hood. 
The Barber's Chair, "By Douglas Jbrrold. 
Oastronomy. Qy BRILLAT-Savarin. 
The Eplc^ean. &c. By Thomas Moore. 
Leigh "Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. Ollibx. 



printed on laid paper and hf.*bd., ts. each. 
White's Natural History of Selborne. 
Gulliver's Travels, Sec. By Dean Swift. 
Plays by Richard Brinslby Sheridan. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob Larwood. 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated^ 
Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor 
at the Breakfast-Table. • By O. W. Holmbs, 



i 
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

LiBRART Editions of Novili.idiuit Illuitiued, crown Bto, cJoIb (ilri. 31. M. each. 
By Mn. ALEXANDER. By MORT. A FRANCES COLLINS. 



■*NT ALLEN, 



K BArTbTT. 



^y ROBERT BUCHANAN. 




By MACLAREN COBBAN. 



By V. CECIL COTES. 

By C. EQBERT CRADDOCK. 

B^ H. N. CRELLIN. 

By MATT CRIM. 

*By'"R™ROCKETT'an<l allien. 



' By' WILL I A 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
^*fC. COLJBMAN DAVIDSON. 
' "^^'i'RffsMUS DAWSON. 

By JAMBS DE MILLE- 
A Outli U Buik 

By. J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Osr I*ly o( tiu-. I Olrc. . Lg,m. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 






By RICHARD DOWLINQ. 
By A. C(fNAN DOYLE. 

by s. jbannettb duncan. 
"'b" anni^' bd'wardes. 

By a. S. EDWARD5. 

° By a, MANVILLE FENN. 
Tha N>« UUtnu. I IDt naiT lilt. 

By PERCY FITZQERALD.— Jmtuztrf 
By R. E. FRANCIU-ON. 

By'lIAROLD FREDERIC. 

By'pAUL QAULOt' 
Tlu Sid BUrti. 

By CHARLES O IBB ON. 

LV.UJI . Dr|.u^^ OL^mLE."*^ 
Tha Lnt Sttnta. | »• Boldin B«k. 

A Filr CtLoalu. tiln Irom lh> Till. 

.... ». ^/ ^- J- JiOODMAN. 



BA*^i 



By Rev. S. BARINQ QOULD. 
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:bciL or 



Thi Pic 

Bt CECIL 0RIPFITI1, 

OMlxgiU dwuln. 

By SYDNEY ORUNDY. 

' "sy OW^N HALL. 

By TnOMis'HA'RDY. 
ffmdBT ua Bnvqwiwd Tth, 

Bt.BR£T HARTE. 

AVitfgftbaTIUlu. I A FtvU-bM 



_, _ ulU'(?3a?vthorne. 

futk. I DiiN. I BnirU Eudolpb. 
EIUH Qtualtii. DnUriitiidiiUTlDI 

By sir A. HELI^.-inBd.Einii. 

By L HENDERSON,— AgiuuFu*. 

By a. A, HENTY. 

By JOHN HILL. 
■nrtitJj" TIOHE HOPKINS. 
, . „ey'Mri. ttlrNQERFORD. 
TwWHaiua Hntery An Anil 



Bv Mre 



1>L I Hon Or^». 
I AlllU'l L^T. 

ALFRED 'hunt. 



. P^ 



By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HVNE. 
^gBy'^ASHB KING, 

EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
J r^ ADAM LILBURN. 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 

By HENRY W. LUCV. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 



Mv SMtayt DdiliUr. Its Rtddla BIdif. 
MW Ktiutlmipg. I nt IliTBa EHicficiL 

By JUSTIN H. McCARTHV. 
A Jjiaaia Ltati. I n« Rdvij cannQDim, 

By OBORQE MACDONALD. 

By PAUL & VICTOR MARQUERITTE 

Tlu DlaMtir 

By L. T. MEADE. 

ABaWlworrirluM, lib. Voic. „( m. 
Ill M Iroii Oiln. Chu-nur, 

_* By^LEONARD MERRICK. 

TUl IMt o( rooli. I Ointtlm. 

By BERTRAM^MJTFORD 



""Aii! 



,,,By^D._CHRIstlE MURRAY. 



.HidtlFMku. 



By HLM'^ NISBET. 

By W. E. NOR R IS. 

Mil Au'i, IBlUrtalUir. 

AVMBIH. ^ *"■ "•"■ET- 

By Mra. OLIPHANT. 




'"ir 



Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED^ 



ji_^ By^E. C. PRICB. 
^By^RjSlARD PRYCEt" 

b^cha'rles READE. 



By Mri. J. H. i 
[^^"By'AMELIE RIVES. 
" By"^. W. ROBINSON. 
By HERBERT "rCsIeLL 



' I 
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By ADBLlNB 5eRaEA^T. 
Dr. Ei«»tt1 KiHTlnftnb. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 



By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 



By JOHN STAPPORD.-TxoK •>«( L 
By RICCARDO ATBPIieNS. 

By R. A, STERNDALE. 
By R. LOUl^ ^TEYENSON. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPEf' 

'"'- ^'"— -' "^ |_Tll«_I«i''K*llHl» '" 



By IVAN TUROBNIEPP. &c. 



,^By C. C FRASBR.TVTLBR. 
By SARAH TYTLBR. 



By ALLEN 

By E. A. VlZETEI-LVr 

"By Florence" WARDEN. 

Jau, th> Osrati. 

By CV WARHAN. 

^WILLIAM WESTALL. 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 

Aa l«jy-n1qB J 
By JOr- 

By'MAROARET WVN 
"°^Br B. ZOLA. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 



By ART EMUS WARD. 
By BDMOND ABOUT. 
By HAMILTON AVDE. 
By Mn. ALEXANDER. 



By ^a_R A NT^ A LLE N . 
By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 



ES 



^ SHBLSLEY BBAUCHAMP. 
^ Sr wTbESANT and J. RICE. 

■ ~By"sir"\V ALTER BEs'^T.""'' 
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Bv AMBROSE BIERCE. 
" By FREDERrCK BOYLE. 

BY BRE 

A lUrtM gl Ecil >;«. 



3ft CrtAttft A WiNDJJS. PublUlnfi. Ill it tiuttin't JMt, UnJon, W.C. 



By ROBERT BUCHANAN. ^ 
Iswottbaawnrd. I TJ» HulrliUiIii of tb- 



^^ 



BJvBUCKANAN BOd MURRAY. 

By HALL CAINE. 

Br Cornmandcr CAMERON. 

By tlAVDEN CARRUTH. 

By AUSTIN CLARB. 
By Mri. ARCHER CUVE. 
■ut r«ii F.Boa KUix wi wir.. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN, 

h* Curt 0( BoDlL J Tilt KM Bqltui. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

_By_MORT. 4 PRANCES COLLINS. 




By MATT CRIM. 
By B. M. CROKER. 

fntlT tUu thrlltl, I VUIMI III" UlJSBEl* 

yr^r PriSf***' "t Ke^Ota^T Hint*. 
By W. CVPLES. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDBT. 

n> tTiii«U«t ; or. Foil MmUdii. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON- 
n* rtinUlD of TsiUi. 

By JAMBS DE lUILLB. 

By J. LEITM DERWENT. 



By Mr>. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Felat >[ Bonvnr. I ixehit Lonll. 
By M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

By EDWARD EQaLESTON. 
"*'■ B; a. MANVILLE FENN. 

Wiuui HI tlu DMA. I At Wbti TlrilB. 

By PERCY FITZOERALD. 
Beilli Dnuik I BuDid Kn. TUIdUxl 

By P. FITZQERALO aod otfaerx. 
By ALBANY OB FONBLANQUB. 

ratiy loin. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 

QiiHn Ooplitliik. I AfioE Ud U> IbMair. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 

'pn'fBce?'bV^& BAKTLB FRERB. 
rindmiit KuL 

By EDWARD aARRETT. 

fill otpA aait. .. . 

By OILBERT GAUU 

A BCruif t ICftnuKrlpl. 

By CHARLES OIBBON. 



X Hurt'! EnHn>. Hurt! IHUclil. 

By WILLIAM <]1L£ERT. 

By ERNEST OLANVILLB. 

Thi Lott HHlnn. j ^* FosicMr. 

A yur Cilsiiim, I 

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
KtdSpldir. I E". 

Cv HENRY GREVILLH. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY. 

Vhi Dltb 1^ ^^ Vanity. 

By JOHN HABBERTON. 

By ANDREW HALLIDAV. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
HMD Ot tfnHwvM Tim. 



